« 


K 


i!  fV      l! 


I 


s-f- 


0    H  »<^    ^  "^  ^^ 


3  9007    0302    8178    6 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Arciiive 

in  2009  witii  funding  from 

Ontario  Council  of  University  Libraries 


http://www.archive.org/details/runawaycouplestoOOIowr 


RUNAWAY  COUPLE 


A  STORY  OF 


NEW  YORK  SOCIETY 


BY 


Oliver  Lowrey 


F.  Tennyson  Neely 

NEW  YORK  AND  LONDON 

1898 


3 

^3  7 


Copyright.  1898, 

BT 

F.  TENNYSON  NEELY 

IN 

United  States  and  Great  Britain 
AU  RigTUs  Reserved 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 

I  THE  DOOR  IB  SHUT  IN  HIS  FACB,     ....        1 

n      AT  THE   BIG   ELM   TREE, 8 

in     A  GOOD  OFFER  IN  NEW  TOBX, 16 

IV     A  GENUINE   LORD, 22 

V     A  WARNING  FROM  KATE, 33 

VI     LETTERS  INTERCEPTED, 41 

Vn     ROYAL  FEASTING, 48 

VIII     AT  JAKET  SCHLESSINOER'S, 56 

IX    thieat:s  in  the  house, 61 

X     CHASED  BY  A  POLICEMAN, 68 

XI     BIXBY,   THE   SOCIETY  EDITOR, 76 

XII     WEARISOME  DAYS, 82 

Xni      A  CONTUMACIOUS  CHILD 90 

XrV  THE  INDIGNATION  OF  MRS.  POWELL,     ...      97 

XV      A  DEEPLY  WRONGED  WOMAN 103 

XVI     A  DOG  BITES  LORD   BLAKE, 110 

XVn  THE  BNTIENTE  CORDIALE   CONTINUES,      .      .118 

XVin     PAUL   GOES  INTO  SOCIETY, 124 

XIX      A   STATESMAN  OF  THE   PERIOD, 181 

XX  THE  HEIRESS  OF  THE  MULLALEYS,       .      .      ,    142 

XXI      THE  KEEGANS'   PIANO 151 

(iii) 


IV  CONTENTS 

PAQB 

XXII  PAUL   TAKK3   A  WALK  WITH   CELESTINE,    o      .    161 

XXIII  A   WARNING   FROM   MR.    HOOLIGAN,        .      .       .    169 

XXIV  MR.  DUIflCOLL   THREATENS  VENGEANCE,    .      .    174 
XXV      A   DISCORDANT   HOUSEHOLD, 186 

XXVI      AN   UNHAPPY   WOMAN, 193 

XXVII      KATE   GOES   TO   FIND   PAUL, 203 

XXVIU      MRS.  GENERAL   UNICORN, 212 

XXIX      KATE   FAINTS  AWAY, 220 

XXX  BIXBY    WANTS   TO   KNOW    ABOUT   IT,       .       .       .    226 

XXXI      THE   THUNDERBOLT   OFFICE 231 

XXXII      PAUL   AGREES   TO   MEET   KATE, 238 

XXXIII  THE  UNSEEMLY  CONDUCT  OF  REUBEN  F.  JENKS   244 

XXXIV  DETERMINED   TO  ENLIST, 254 

XXXV      THE   gentlemen's   SONS, 260 

XXXVI      "NO  ONE  TO  LOVE," 268 

XXXVII      KATE   POW^ELL'S   DESPAIR, 275 

XXXVIII      STRICKEN, 286 

XXXIX  LORD  BLAKE   SUMMONED  AWAY,       ....    294 

XL     A  PITEOUS  CASE 301 

XLI  A  WHITE  FIGURE   AT  THE  WINDOW,    .      .      .    305 

XLII      REST   IN   THE   DARK   RIVER, 312 

XLITI      HE   CANNOT   DECIDE, 320 

XLIV      A  HINT   TO   GO   HOME 324 

XLV      TWO   VILLAINS   CAUGHT, 331 

XLVI     AT  PEACE 337 

XLVn      THE   CASH   DRAWER   LOCKED, 342 

XL VIII     CELESTINE  AND  EDITH, 847 


CONTENTS  V 

PAOB 
XHX     AN  AWFUL  FATE, 354 

L     NBARING  THE  END, 363 

LI  ANOTHER  HUNT   FOR   BUFFALOES,     ....   370 

MI      A  HAND   ON   PAULS   SHOULDER, 376 

LIII      AT  A   CHURCH   SOCIABLE, 385 

LIV  CHICAGO  REPORTERS  WRITE  UP  LORD  BLAKE,    392 

LV      READY  TO  MARRY  EDITH, 397 

LVI      DETECTIVE   MILLIKEN 403 

LVII  MR.  POWELL  IS  CALLED  TO  NEW  YORK,      .       .    410 

LVIII     MR.  POWELL  MEETS  PAUL, 420 

LIX      KATE  AND  PAUL, 427 

LX      A  NEWSPAPER  BEAT   ON   BIXBY 434 

LXI      THE   REPORTERS  AFTER  PAUL, 441 

LXII      CRAPE  ON   THE  DOOR, 447 


A  RUNAWAY  COUPLE 


CHAPTER  I 


THE  DOOR  IS  SHUT  IX  HIS  FACE 

He  was  a  raw  country  young  man,  and 
no  doubt  had  much  to  learn  in  those  days, 
and  she  was  an  active,  handsome,  healthy, 
sinewy  girl. 

Beared,  both  of  them,  in  the  austerity 
of  the  Calvinistic  faith  in  a  typical  Ameri- 
can village,  they  went  to  church  and  Sun- 
day school,  and  attended  the  church  sociable. 

It  was  in  this  sort  of  social  life  that  they 
passed  several  years  of  budding  young  wom- 
anhood and  young  manhood.  Such  was  the 
austerity  of  their  faith  that  they  almost 
thought  it  wrong  to  love  each  other. 

But  she  taught  him  better,  and  embold- 
ened him  in  the  wooing  of  a  girl  who  was 
(1) 
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the  only  daughter  of  a  leading  merchant  of 
Lycurgus. 

He  was  raw,  green  and  bashful  then  no 
doubt;  but  he  looked  manly  for  all  of  that, 
and  his  dark  face,  regular  features  and 
speaking  eyes  commended  him  to  her. 

Both  were  reared  to  consider  it  w^rong  to 
dance,  but  she  taught  him  the  w^altz  as  he 
clasped  her  waist  on  a  rock  on  a  hill  back  of 
the  village.  When  he  told  his  mother  of 
that,  the  good  woman  was  frightened  and 
said  it  must  be  stopped,  but  it  did  not  stop. 

Kate  induced  him  to  w^altz  all  the  more, 
and  her  merry  laugh  often  rang  over  the 
hills  as  they  tripped  in  the  shade  of  the 
wood  on  golden  summer  days. 

Kate  Powell  w^as  a  child  of  the  American 
bourgeois,  and  why  she  should  fly  in  an  ec- 
centric orbit  was  a  mystery  to  many. 

Lycurgus  oppressed  the  girl  no  doubt,  and 
she  longed  at  times  for  a  ^vider  view  of  the 
world.  Thus  time  went  on.  and  the  regard 
for  Paul  Cartridge  that  began  in  sympathy 
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for  a  bashful  boy  in  a  room  full  of  company 
at  a  church  sociable,  soon  ripened  into  love 
that  was  strong  and  fervid. 

This  was  idylhc,  even  among  the  rude  and 
severe  surroundings  of  Kickapoo  county,  but 
it  did  not  last.  Nobody  thought  that  it 
would,  when  Ezra  F.  Powell,  the  father  of 
Kate,  began  to  emerge  from  the  comfort  and 
substantial  living  of  a  hardware  merchant 
on  the  principal  street  to  riches  and  opulence, 
a  finer  house,  horses  and  carriages,  and  the 
latest  fashions,  spring  hats,  etc.,  not  only 
for  his  proud  and  ostentatious  wife,  but  for 
his  dark-eyed  and  coquettish  daughter. 

In  the  language  of  Mr.  Powells  neighbors 
he  had  "struck  ile  "  down  in  Pennsylvania 
on  an  investment  of  a  few  hundred  dollars, 
for  he  was  always  of  a  speculative  nature, 
and  the  wealth  came  pouring  in  on  him  by 
the  thousands  and  thousands  of  dollars.  He 
was  quick  to  seize  his  opportunities,  and  in- 
creased his  speculations  until  he  became  the 
president   of    the    Amoskeag    White    Lead 
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Company,  and  opened  an  office  in  New 
Yoi'k.  Then  the  family  spent  the  winters 
in  the  city;  and  soon  they  had  a  mansion 
there  on  West  Twenty-third  street. 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Powell  remained  the 
same  homespun,  plain,  practical  man,  un- 
gainly in  his  movements,  clad  in  rather 
coarse  clothes  and  boots,  and  protesting  vio- 
lently against  the  efforts  of  his  ambitious 
wife  to  make  him  w^ear  gloves  on  his  big 
hands  that  had  been  toughened  and  hard- 
ened by  many  years  of  manual  labor. 

He  was  friendly  toward  Paul,  and  always 
had  manifested  great  interest  in  the  young 
man;  but  Mrs.  Powell,  though  she  tolerated 
him  in  the  family's  humble  days,  now  began 
to  show  she  wished  him  out  of  the  way. 

The  family  retained  their  house  at  Lycur- 
gus  as  a  summer  residence  and  it  was  en- 
larged in  grand  style  with  a  Mansard  roof, 
French  windows  and  a  green  lawn  with  stat- 
ues, fountains,  etc. 

Paul  misled  Kate  of  late  in  the  wintei»s, 
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but  every  spring  when  she  came  back  she 
appeared  the  same  dear  girl  to  him,  though 
she  had  a  good  deal  more  of  what  the  world 
calls  style  about  her. 

She  grew  tall  and  more  graceful,  but  there 
was  the  same  willowy  charm  in  her  figure, 
and  he  had  an  idea  that  her  smiles  for  him 
were  just  as  tender. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  he  began  to 
stand  in  some  awe  of  her,  for  she  was  be- 
coming a  beauty,  but  he  made  a  point  of 
calling  on  her  in  Lycurgus  whenever  occa- 
sion warranted,  and  her  father  always  re- 
ceived the  rustic  youth  pleasantly. 

Paul  waited  through  one  cold  and  dreary 
winter  with,  hardly  a  line  from  her,  not 
knowing  that  the  letters  were  intercepted; 
and  when  spring  had  returned,  and  the 
country  was  again  green,  and  the  sunshine 
warm,  he  ventured  to  call  again  on  Kate  at 
her  stately  residence. 

He  had  prepared  himself  for  the  event 
with  considerable  trepidation.     He  had  ar- 
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rayed  himself  in  a  new  suit,  and  he  wore  a 
buttonhole  bouquet  as  a  sort  of  strengthener 
for  the  occasion.  His  heart  beat  violently  as 
he  rang  the  door-bell,  and  his  trepidation 
was  increased  as  he  saw  the  cold,  aristocratic 
face  of  Mrs.  Powell  peering  at  him  from  a 
bay  window. 

The  peal  of  the  bell  brought  no  less  a  per- 
son than  Mrs.  Powell  to  the  door. 

"How  do  you  do  ?"  said  Paul,  his  cheek 
blanching  and  raising  his  hat,  "Is  Miss 
Kate  in?" 

As  a  reply  the  door  was  shut  in  his  face. 

He  turned  away,  crushed  to  the  earth, 
heart-broken,  mortified. 

" I  might  have  known  it,"  he  murmured, 
as  he  walked  down  the  steps  and  along  the 
graveled  path  to  the  gate. 

He  had  passed  into  the  street,  and  was 
going  along  the  walk,  w^hen  there  was  the 
flutter  of  a  white  dress,  and  Kate  stood  in 
the  yard,  at  the  fence,  and  partially  con- 
cealed from  the  house  by  the  foliage. 
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'^ Don't  blame  me,  Paul,"  said  she,  tear- 
fully. 

*^I  don't,"  he  managed  to  make  answer. 
'^It  is  all  right." 

And  he  smiled,  though  his  heart  was  in 
his  throat,  and  seemed  to  choke  him. 

"  I  think  just  as  much  of  you  as  ever"  — 
and  the  old  fond  look  came  into  her  eyes. 

^^I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  it, 
Kate,"  he  made  answer,  stopping  in  his 
walk,  ''but  I  did  so  want  to  see  you." 

''You  can  see  me  now,"  said  she,  with  an 
attempt  to  laugh  it  off. 

*'  Yes,  but  there  is  something  between  us 
now ! " 

''The  fence  — that  is  all !" 

"Nothing  more?" 

"Now  don't  be  foohsh,  Paul,"  said  she, 
"  I'll  meet  you  at  the  old  elm  tree  to-night, 
and  we  will  talk  over  everything.  I'll  be 
there,  Paul,  at  eight  o'clock." 

And  avs^ay  she  went,  the  white  dress  flut- 
tering among  the  shrubbery. 


CHAPTER  II 

AT  THE  BIG  ELM  TREE 

The  wind  blew  cold  and  raw,  though  the 
sun  was  bright  and  warm.  It  seemed  as 
though  the  air  never  lost  the  chilliness  of 
winter,  in  this  northern  clime,  even  when 
the  summer  was  well  advanced  and  birds 
sang  and  flowers  were  in  bloom. 

He  felt  himself  an  idler  in  the  busy,  prac- 
tical village.  He  did  nothing,  and  dreamed 
dreams.  The  door  of  wealth  had  been  shut 
in  his  face,  and  his  presumption  punished. 

Men  who  marry  must  support  a  wife,  and 
he  laughed  bitterly  as  he  thought  of  himself 
thus.  In  his  chamber  was  a  pile  of  manu- 
scripts, a  trunkful,  with  the  odds  and  ends, 
and  like  the  crazy  fool  that  he  was,  he  had 
thought  to  win  fame  and  fortune  by  his 
writings. 

Down  on  a  side  street  was  his  father's 

(8) 
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blacksmith  shop,  and  he  wandered  in  there, 
and  sat  down.  The  warmth  of  the  blazing 
forge  did  him  good.  The  sparks  flew  about, 
and  his  father,  begrimed  with  toil,  pulled  at 
the  bellows.  He  knew  that  the  old  man  was 
ageing  rapidly  lately;  his  once  brawny  arms 
were  more  feeble  and  the  sooty  Vulcan  was 
now  obliged  to  wear  spectacles,  which  gave 
him  an  odd  appearance  in  the  grimy  shop. 

A  young  man  was  shoeing  a  horse  in  a 
corner,  and  one  or  two  villagers  dropped  in 
or  out. 

"  Well,  Paul,  what  luck  to-day  ?"  said  his 
father,  when  opportunity  offered. 

'^  Bad  luck  as  usual,"  was  the  reply. 

There  was  a  vigorous  puff  at  the  forge 
which  shot  forth  a  sheet  of  flame. 

''  It  doesn't  look  as  if  I  would  ever  accom- 
plish anything,"  said  Paul. 

This  had  reference  to  an  unsuccessful  at- 
tempt that  he  had  made  to  obtain  a  place  as 
bookkeeper  in  the  neighboring  town  of  Cal- 
thorpe. 
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Paul  spoke  no  more,  and  soon  went  out. 
Father  and  son  said  little  usually,  but  Paul 
knew  that  he  ought  to  be  at  something. 

He  had  spent  about  a  year  as  a  clerk  in 
the  Internal  Revenue  office  at  Albany,  but 
he  lost  the  place  on  account  of  a  change  in 
the  administration.  Then  he  had  passed 
several  months  at  a  commercial  college. 
There  was  not  a  dollar  that  he  could  call  his 
own.  Perhaps  Madam  Powell  did  right  in 
shutting  the  door  in  his  face. 

He  retraced  his  way  home,  and  went  up 
to  his  room,  where  he  locked  his  door  from 
the  intrusions  of  his  mother.  He  sat  down 
by  the  window  and  looked  out  upon  the 
bare  and  wearisome  accessories  of  a  back 
yard.  Was  there  nothing  more  inviting 
than  this  for  him  in  the  world  ? 

She  had  certainly  grown  beyond  him,  his 
Kate,  the  girl  who  once  wandered  the  woods 
in  his  company  in  the  most  delightfully 
unconventional  way,  her  handsome  face 
flushed  with  exercise,  her  eyes  sparkhng, 
hei'  hair  rioting  in  confusion. 


A    RUNAWAY   COUPLE  11 

Had  he  obtained  admittance  to  the  house 
it  would  doubtless  have  been  a  formal  call, 
a  polite  grasp  of  the  slender  white  hand 
that  he  had  once  held  in  his  own,  toying 
with  the  fingers,  tenderly  stroking  the  hand, 
as  they  exchanged  the  foohsh  smiles  of 
lovers. 

But  then  she  had  met  him  at  the  fence, 
and  her  tones  were  true,  her  looks  anxious. 
Maybe  the  winsome  girl  would  yet  be  his 
ovv^n.  He  had  always  known  her  as  honest 
and  sincere,  if  the  face  was  like  a  gypsy's  and 
the  eyes,  at  times,  uncertain,  changing  in 
color  and  expression. 

If  he  had  remembered  aright,  it  was  her 
own  proposition  that  they  meet  that  evening 
at  the  big  tree. 

Oue  moment  he  w^as  tempted  to  take  all 
his  manuscripts  into  the  back  yard  and  burn 
tbe  stuff  up  —  make  a  funeral  pyre,  the 
smoke  of  w^hich  ascending  in  tlie  air  should 
announce  to  his  family  and  all  the  village 
that  thus  ended  the   dreams    that    lent  a 
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charm  to  many  days  of  his  dull  prosaic  life. 
Then,  with  all  that  stuff  turned  to  ashes  he 
would  put  his  shoulder  to  the  v/heel  and 
earn  a  tangible  position  in  the  world,  so 
that  he  could  claim  her  on  the  strength  of 
equality  of  fortune  —  sufficient  of  the  sordid 
success,  that  a  debased,  gold-getting  world 
demands. 

He  laughed  aloud  at  the  idea  of  the  result 
of  years  of  labor  with  his  pen,  bright  chil- 
dren of  his  fancy  disappearing  in  a  blaze  of 
glory,  and  perchance,  setting  fire  to  the 
fence,  the  barn,  and  half  the  village. 

Night  gradually  fell  on  the  earth,  the  six 
o'clock  whistles  blew,  and  he  went  below 
for  supper.  His  wearied  mother  received 
him  with-  a  faint  smile.  The  table  was  set 
and  his  father  came  in,  washed  up,  and  all 
gathered  about  the  table. 

Paul  was  pale,  and  unusually  silent.  It 
was  noticed  that  something  out  of  the  com- 
mon was  the  matter  with  him. 

The  memory  of  that  shut  door  rankled  in 
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his  mind  even  now,   until  his  face  flushed, 
and  his  eyes  flashed. 

Both  his  father  and  mother  noticed  that 
he  did  not  eat  much,  and  anxiously  inquired 
about  it. 

^'I  do  not  feel  very  well,"  he  answered, 
and  swallowing  a  cup  of  tea,  he  took  his  hat 
and  walked  out. 

The  evening  air  was  almost  piercing  in 
coldness,  though  it  was  late  in  June.  The 
effect  of  snow  seemed  never  to  leave  the 
land.  Feeble  hghts  gleamed  here  and  there, 
and  in  the  midst  of  dark  shadows  all  around 
loomed  the  rocky  hills.  A  few  persons  were 
standing  and  shivering  on  the  corners,  and 
a  church  bell  was  dismally  ringing  to  an- 
nounce the  service. 

'^She'll  freeze  if  she  does  not  wear  her 
winter  coat,"  he  murmured,  looking  at  his 
watch  in  front  of  a  bright  store  window. 
The  hour  was  then  half-past  seven. 

He  went  up  the  hill  to  kill  the  time,  and 
stood  looking  in  at  the  white  grave  stones  of 
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the  cemetery.  He  coiiLi  almost  imagine 
that  he  saw  something  stirring  there,  but  he 
laughed  it  off.  Above,  in  the  heavens,  a 
pale  cold  moon,  seemed  drifting  hurriedly- 
through  masses  of  long  spun-out  white, 
fleecy  clouds. 

The  town  clock  was  striking  eight  as  he 
approached  the  big  elm  tree,  and  was  met 
by  Kate  wrapped  in  her  cloak.  Tall,  almost 
stately,  she  seemed,  her  hand  cold,  almost 
as  ice,  when  he  grasped  it;  and  a  second 
later  he  was  kissing  her  passionately. 

^^And  you  doubted  me  ?"  she  asked,  dis- 
engaging herself. 

*^I'll  never  doubt  again,"  he  said,  with 
another  embrace;  "but  your  letters  from 
New  York  have  been  quite  irregular  this 
winter." 

"  They  were  intercepted." 

"By  whom?" 

"  Can't  you  guess  ? " 

"  And  she  calls  herself  a  lady  ! " 

"  Don't  insult  mother,  she  has  her  weak- 
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'^One  of  which  is  to  bang  the  door  in  a 
fellow's  face  ! " 

As  he  spoke  the  hot  blood  mantled  his 
cheeks. 

''Now,  Paul,"  said  she,  ''I  will  not  talk 
with  you,  unless  you  are  patient  and  listen 
to  reason." 

He  put  his  arm  around  her  waist,  and  she 
leaned  her  head  on  his  shoulder.  The  v/ind 
sighed  through  the  great  elm  tree  under 
which  they  stood;  the  moon  was  still  shining 
through  the  clouds  overhead,  and  a  wagon 
in  the  distance  rattled  over  the  rough  road. 
He  held  her  closer  when  her  cold,  pale  face 
was  raised,  and  she  looked  at  him  ^vith 
great,  mournful  eyes,  her  lips  quivering  in 
a  faint  smile. 

Then  her  head  nestled  again,  and  a  deep 
sigh  welled  from  her  bosom. 

"I'll  never  doubt  again,  dearest,"  he  re- 
peated. 


CHAPTER  III 

A  GOOD  OFFER  IN  NEW  YORK 

The  next  day,  Paul  stepped  into  the  black- 
smith shop  where  he  was  astonished  to  see 
Ezra  F.  Powell  seated  in  an  old  broken 
chair  and  engaged  in  earnest  conversation 
with  his  father,  who  in  the  meantime  con- 
tinued to  blow  on  his  bellows,  and  beat  his 
irons  at  the  flaming  forge. 

Mr.  Powell  had  his  hands  thrust  in  his 
trousers  pockets,  and  had  one  leg  crossed 
over  on  his  knee. 

''Well,  Paul,"  said  he,  ''how  goes  it? 
getting  rich  ? " 

It  was  a  distinctively  American  query — 
getting  rich  was  ample  evidence  of  success. 
Getting  rich!  It  summed  up  Ezra  F.  Pow- 
ell's ideas  of  life,  in  Paul's  estimation.  The 
young  man's  countenance  fell. 

"I  mean  what  are  you  driving  at?" 
queried  Mr.  Powell,  good  naturedly. 

(16) 
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'^Nothing,'-  said  Paul. 

''  He  don't  seem  to  find  a  sittiwation  to  his 
likin',"  said  Paul's  father,  v/ith  another  puff 
at  the  bellows. 

^'What  does  he  want  to  do?"  inquired 
Mr.  Powell. 

''He's  got  some  kind  of  a  notion  about 
writin'." 

''  Writing  what  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Powell. 

^'  Books,"  answered  the  old  man. 

Paul  held  down  his  head  in  very  mortifica- 
tion and  shame. 

"Books,"  repeated  Mr.  Powell,  ''I  sup- 
pose he  wants  to  be  a  bookkeeper." 

"I  went  through  the  Commercial  College 
at  Calthorpe  last  winter,"  said  Paul,  catch- 
ing at  something  that  would  cany  him  from 
the  land  of  his  dreams,  to  a  reality,  that 
might  win  the  respect  of  this  hard-headed 
man  of  business. 

''That  is  no  recommend  to  me,"  said  Ezra 
F.  Powell,  rattling  the  silver  dollars  in  one 
of  his  trousers  pockets.     "But  can  you  do 
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what  I  call  figgeiiiig  ?    Show  me  a  specimen 
of  your  handwriting." 

Paul  rather  resented  the  tone,  but  went 
over  to  his  father's  desk  in  a  corner  and 
seizing  a  bill-head  of  the  concern,  wrote  out 
the  following  in  a  fine,  clerkly  hand  : 

Lycurgus,  18th,  18 — . 

Received  of  Ezra  F.  Powell  the  sum  of  ten 
dollars  for  transportation  to  New"  York. 

Paul  Cartridge. 

This  he  handed  to  Mr.  Powell,  w^ho  re- 
garded it  intently. 

^^He  makes  out  all  my  bills,"  said  Mr. 
Cartridge. 

^^What  wages  do  you  pay  him  ?" 

'*He  is  glad  enough  to  get  his  board  and 
clothes. " 

^^Well,  Pve  got  the  receipt,  Paul,"  said 
Mr.  Powell,  ^^  but  you  have  not  got  the  ten 
dollars.     Is  that  any  way  to  do  business  ? " 

'^I  trusted  to  your  honor  to  hand  the 
money  over,"  said  Paul,  sturdily.  "I  know 
that  you  are  a  business  man  of  integrity,'^ 
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The  remark  seemed  to  please  Mr.  Powell 
and  he  smiled  grimly  and  put  his  hand  in 
his  pocket  and  handed  Paul  ten  dollars. 

*' You  want  a  place  where  you  can  grow, 
Paul,"  he  drawled,  '^rii  tell  you  what  I'll 
do.  I'll  give  you  fifteen  dollars  per  week  for 
a  month  on  trial,  If  you  suit  you  will  have 
a  permanent  place.  You  can  go  down  to 
New  York  with  me  next  Monday  and  I  will 
take  you  around  to  my  office,  15  Front 
street,  and  break  you  in.  I'll  he  there  two 
or  three  days  and  then  I  shall  return,  and 
you  will  have  to  paddle  your  ow^n  canoe  the 
rest  of  the  time.  It  will  be  sink  or  swim 
with  you  then.  It  is  Hhe  survival  of  the 
fittest '  in  New  York,  you  know. " 

In  this  way  did  Paul  Cartridge  obtain  the 
situation  which  had  so  great  a  bearing  on 
his  future  life.  His  father  was  delighted, 
for  he  had  worried  a  good  deal  about  Paul's 
future.  His  mother  made  the  best  of  the 
necessary  parting  with  her  son.  And  all 
the  family  were  delighted  at  the  good  for- 
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tune  that  had  fallen  at  the  feet  of  the 
dreamy-eyed  young  man. 

This  act  was  no  sudden  freak  of  Mr.  Pow- 
ell's. He  had  heard  that  Paul  was  an  excel- 
lent bookkeeper,  though  needing  some 
restraining  influence  to  keep  him  down  at 
his  work. 

Paul  studiously  refrained  from  telHng  his 
family  of  the  way  in  which  Mrs.  Powell 
had  shut  the  front  door  in  his  face.  He 
doubted  if  Mr.  Powell  knew  of  it.  He  did 
not  believe  that  the  people  of  Lycargus 
were  aware  of  it.  Such  news  as  this  would 
spread  very  rapidly  and  dozens  of  mischiev- 
ous persons  would  have  found  delight  in 
mentioning  it.  Neither  did  he  ever  talk 
much  about  his  intimacy  with  Kate  Powell. 
His  family  had  long  known  of  this:  both 
the  old  man  and  his  v/ife  now  looked  upon 
the  matter  with  ahuost  awe;  it  could  not  be 
possible  that  anything  could  ever  come  of 
that. 

His  calls  at  the  Powell  mansion  when  the 
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family  were  up  from  New  York  for  the 
summer  aroused  their  astonishment  at  his 
temerity. 

In  fact  his  father  had  told  him  on  one 
occasion  in  rather  picturesque,  but  not  very 
elegant  language,  that  Madam  Powell  would 
fix  him  one  of  these  days,  and  it  was  proba- 
bly this  that  confirmed  Paul  in  his  reticence. 


CHAPTER  IV 

A  GENUINE   LORD 

It  was  several  weeks  before  Paul  became 
settled  in  his  duties  in  New  York.  There 
was  no  intimation  that  he  did  not  suit,  and 
he  gradually  came  to  consider  that  he  was  a 
fixture.  He  liked  the  other  men  in  the 
office,  and  it  was  not  long  before  he  was 
dressed  in  fashionable  clothes,  journeyed 
down  town  with  a  flower  in  his  button  hole, 
and  he  began  to  perceive  that  Nev/  York 
was  a  very  big  town,  and  that  he  had  much 
to  learn  about  matters  that  had  no  part  in 
the  economy  of  Lycurgus. 

He  wrote  Kate  twice  a  week,  and  either 
his  father  or  mother  about  once  a  fortnight. 
In  this  way  he  was  enabled  to  keep  pretty 
well  posted  about  Lycurgus.  There  was 
nothing  lacking  in  Kate's  letters  that  he 
could  have  wislied  to  find,  and  his  replies 

(22) 
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were  in  very  much  the  same  strain.  Lover's 
letters  are  usually  the  same  all  the  civilized 
world  over.  The  endearments,  the  profes- 
sions of  undying  love,  etc.,  may  sound  silly 
to  everybody  but  two,  yet  there  are  few 
who  have  not  been  through  the  same  experi- 
ence, however  hard-headed  they  may  have 
become  with  the  lapse  of  time. 

Paul  wrote  Kate  under  cover  to  Miss 
McGregor,  a  mutual  friend.  Sometimes  he 
thought  that  the  surreptitious  correspond- 
ence was  hardly  right  with  the  daughter  of 
his  employer,  but  Kate  said  she  would  ex- 
plain to  her  father  in  good  time,  and  thus 
the  weeks  slipped  by. 

July  arrived,  and  then  the  Powell  family 
took  up  their  residence  in  their  town  mansion 
This,  Paul  did  not  understand  for  they  did 
not  usually  return  until  autumn.  But,  as 
he  af terv/ards  learned,  it  was  all  caused  by 
the  fact  that  the  master  and  mistress  were 
each  pulling  in  a  different  way,  and  each 
was  determined  to  conquer. 
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Though  Kate  was  in  tow^ii  at  this  junc- 
ture, she  seemed  as  far  off  as  she  was  before. 
The  correspondence  was  continued,  his  let- 
ters coming  to  his  board  hig  house,  and  hers 
to  a  stationer's  on  Sixth  avenue,  wliere  she 
had  a  confidante  in  a  young  woman  there, 
fully  as  useful  as  the  mutual  friend  at 
Lycurgus.  And  still  he  reproached  himself. 
It  was  not  right  in  honor. 

Mr.  Powell  spent  more  of  the  day  at  the 
office  now  of  course.  He  usually  came 
bustling  in  at  about  ten  o'clock,  and  seemed 
to  be  bustling  all  the  time  that  he  was  there. 
He  was  business  personified  during  business 
hours,  and  kept  everybody  on  the  jump. 
He  looked  and  acted  like  a  farmer  beside  his 
natty  clerks,  but  a  word  from  him  v/ould 
make  any  one  of  them  hurry  to  do  his  bid- 
ding. 

One  Saturday  afternoon  Paul  had  man- 
aged to  secure  an  interview  w^ith  Kate  in 
Madison  Square.  They  sat  and  talked  for 
an  hour  or  more,  and  he  saw  that  her  eyes 
were  tear-stained. 
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"You  are  not  happy,  Kate,"  said  he, 
touching  her  white,  ungloved  han^i.  iiidiiier- 
BDt  to  the  publicity  of  tl^e  place. 

'^I  must  tell  you,"  said  she,  'Hhat 
mamma  is  now  determined  that  I  shall 
marry  a  lord." 

''A  lord!"  exclaimed  Paul,  "where  did 
she  get  him  ?  " 

"Picked  him  up  on  the  beach  at  New- 
port, so  I  should  judge.  At  any  rate  she 
suddenly  brought  him  forward,  and  intro- 
duced him.  We  stopped  at  the  Ocean 
House  a  few  days.  He  followed  us  from 
Newport  and  is  now  at  one  of  the  hotels. 
Mamma  is  almost  insane  over  the  acquisi- 
tion. He  knows  some  of  the  bon  ton  on 
Fifth  avenue,  and  it  won't  be  long  before 
she's  in  the  swim." 

"  And  your  father  ? "  he  asked. 

"I  hardly  dare  tell  you  of  his  rudeness. 
He  came  into  the  parlor  where  Lord  Blake 
sat  and  kept  his  hat  on.  He  said  he  was 
not  much  used  to  shaking  hands  with  lords, 
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and  then  gave  the  loid's  hand  such  a  grip 
and  twist  that  Lord  Blake  made  a  smothered 
exclamation  of  pain,  and  arose  from  his 
seat,  before  he  could  pull  the  ha! id  away, 
and  regain  full  possession  of  it." 

Paul  had  to  laugh. 

"But  it  is  no  laughing  matter,  Paul," 
said  she,  "Mother  is  determined  that  I  shall 
marry  Lord  Blake." 

"But  you  won't?" 

"Not  I !  Papa  and  mamma  have  it  out 
every  day.  Papa  says  if  he  only  had  Lord 
Blake  up  in  Lycurgus  he  w^ould  set  the  dog 
on  him,  but  here  in  New  York  he  can  do 
nothing." 

"  He  does  not  insult  the  lord  ?  " 

"Not  to  his  face,  but  papa  is  all  the  time 
making  sarcastic  allusions.  Our  home  is 
indeed  an  unhappy  one.  Mother  has  got  a 
butler,  an  Englishman  named  Jones,  and 
she  is  going  to  have  a  coat  of  arm.s  put  on 
the  carriage  panels." 

Paul  was  silent  —  then  he  spoke.  "Does 
your  father  know  of  our  relations  ?" 
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^^  To  what  extent  I  can  not  saj.  I  heard 
them  scolding  one  morning  in  their  room, 
and  I  think  it  was  about  us.  I  heard  him 
say  he  would  take  some  of  that  accursed 
pride  out  of  her,  and  she  said  he  was  no 
gentleman.  He  replied  that  ho  did  not 
want  to  be  one.  She  told  him  that  he 
would  not  go  to  church,  nor  be  anybody 
anyway.  He  answered  that  he  did  not  care 
a  tinker's  dram." 

Night  was  gathering  and  they  parted  as 
the  great  streams  of  people  were  tending 
homeward  in  the  streets  adjoining. 

He  saw  that  she  was  worrying  more  than 
he  had  ever  seen  her  w^orry  before. 

She  hardly  smiled  once  during  the  inter- 
view, and  her  face  w^as  inexpressibly  sad. 
At  times,  as  they  sat  talking,  she  would 
pout  her  rosy  lips,  and  her  eyes  would  flash 
as  she  dug  the  point  of  her  parasol  at  the 
pavement. 

He  could  not  caress  her  there,  of  course, 
and  his  heart  was  as  heavy  as  hers  as   she 
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wended  her  way  among  the  rattling  cars 
and  carriages  and  people,  on  towards  the 
great  clock  in  front  of  the  Fifth  Avenue 
Hotel  and  thence  down  Twenty-Third  street 
homeward. 

^'A  rival  — and  a  lord!  Well,  this  is 
rather  more  than  I  expected,"  was  Paul's 
reflection.  He  was  satisfied  that  a  heavy 
storm  was  brewing  in  the  Powell  mansion. 

It  was  evident  that  the  lady  was  finding 
her  way  in  among  the  sw^ell  set.  How  she 
did  it,  Paul  did  not  know;  that  is  in  the 
details;  but  the  next  thing  would  be  balls 
and  parties  at  her  house.  The  discovery  of 
Lord  Blake  had  much  to  do  with  it,  of 
course. 

Mr.  Powell  was  storming  in  the  office  for 
two  or  three  days  after  the  recent  interview. 
He  chewed  tobacco  immoderately,  and  was 
not  any  too  careful  of  the  way  in  which  he 
squirted  the  juice  about. 

One  morning  he  sent  for  Paul  to  come 
into  hie  office. 
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Paul  went  with  considerable  trepidation. 

'^  Sit  down  !  ^'  said  Mr.  Powell,  keeping  on 
with  his  writing,  his  tall  hat  on  his  head, 
and  his  nose  glasses  firmly  adjusted. 

Then  in  a  moment  he  asked  :  ''  Where  do 
you  board  ? " 

Paul  told  him. 

*'  Like  your  boarding  place  ? " 

^*  Fair  to  middling,"  was  the  reply. 

^^  I  want  you  to  take  a  room  in  my  house 
and  get  your  meals  at  a  restaurant. " 

**  I  am  satisfied  with  that,"  said  Paul,  ^^if 
you  think  it  best." 

"  WeU,  I  do  ! " 

Paul  illy  concealed  his  amazement  and 
cleared  his  throat  for  some  explanation,  but 
was  interrupted. 

^^  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  news  about 
anything,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  without  looking 
up.  ^'  I  don't  want  to  know  anything  about 
anything.  Will  you  take  a  room  in  my 
house?" 

*'  With  pleasure,"  was  the  reply. 
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''  Then,  that  settles  it,  you  call  around  to 
my  coop  this  evening  at  seven  o'clock.  By 
the  way,  have  you  got  a  card  ? " 

**  No,  sir,  I  have  not. 

^^  Well,  you  get  some  printed  then.  Ring 
the  bell  and  send  your  card  in  for  me.  D'ye 
understand  ? " 

^'  Yes,  sir." 

''  Now,  go  back  to  your  work." 

*'  There  was  no  time  to  get  cards  printed, 
but  Paul  bought  some  plain  ones  at  a 
stationer's,  wrote  his  name  on  them  in  a 
neat  hand  in  his  bedroom,  after  a  boarding 
house  dinner,  and  then  presented  himself  at 
the  Powell  mansion  at  the  hour  appointed. 

His  heart  was  in  his  mouth  as  he  rang  the 
bell.  He  almost  expected  to  see  the  door 
slammed  as  before  in  his  face,  but  instead 
it  was  opened  by  a  man  who  seemed  to 
answer  the  description  that  Paul  already 
had  of  the  new  butler. 

This  butler  certainly  lent  distinction  to  the 
Powell    establishment,  and    nothing    could 
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have  astonished  Paul  more  than  to  see  the 
big  EngHshman  in  a  suit  of  green  hvery, 
cut  away  coat,  and  even  white  stockings 
and  knee  breeches,  open  the  door  slowly  to 
his  ring 

*^  Is  Mr.  Powell  in  ?  "  said  Paul,  humbly. 

*'Wlio  shall  I  say  Welshes  to  see  him?'' 
was  the  reply  rather  superciliously. 

^^  Give  him  my  card." 

And  Paul  fumbled  for  his  card  in  a  way 
that  plainly  showed  that  he  was  not  accus- 
tomed to  that  way  of  presenting  himself. 

Finally,  he  found  the  card  and  handed  it 
to  the  butler  who  took  it  on  a  silver  card 
receiver  and  marched  solemnly  away. 

^^He  does  not  even  ask  me  to  come  in," 
thought  Paul.  "  He  must  see  that  I  am  not 
one  of  the  elite." 

But  Paul  entered,  closed  the  door,  and 
taking  off  his  hat,  found  a  seat  in  a  chair  in 
the  hall. 

The  house  was  sumptuously  furnished. 
The  hall  was  large  and   had  a  ftreplacfj 
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oak  settees,  deer's  antlers  on  the  wall,  an 
oaken  stair  case  with  landings— all  decidedly 
EngUsh.  Through  open  doors  or  swinging 
portieres  he  caught  sight  of  beautifully  fur- 
nished drawing  rooms,  where  the  shaded 
gas  jets  were  lighted,  throwing  a  soft,  rich, 
subdued  color  over  all  the  varied  suites  of 
rooms. 


CHAPTER  V 

A  WARXIXG  FROM  KATE 

Paul  was  regarding  the  tiled  floor  intently 
v/hen  there  was  the  sudden  swish  of  a  dress, 
and  he  caught  sight  of  a  disappearing  female 
figure,  but  whether  it  was  Mrs.  Powell  or 
Kate  he  could  not  tell.  A  moment  later  Mr. 
Powell  appeared  in  the  hall.  He  was  in  his 
shirt  sleeves,  and  held  a  half  consumed  cigar 
in  his  mouth.  In  his  hand  was  Paul's  card. 
It  struck  Paul  at  the  moment  that  there  was 
a  streak  of  diabolism  in  Mr.  Powell  that  he 
had  never  realized  before. 

^'Oh,  yes,  you  are  Mr.  Cattridge,"  said 
Mr.  Powell,  "walk  right  into  the  drawing- 
room.  Tread  lightly  but  preserve  your  in- 
dependence —  we  are  still  on  American  soil. 
The  British  foeman  has  invaded  our  home 
and  fireside,  but  the  American  eagle  has  not 
forgotten  how  to  scream." 

(3^) 
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Paul  had  to  smile  at  the  peculiarity  of  the 
reception,  and  if  he  did  not  catch  a  slight 
laugh  from  some  quarter  that  sounded  very 
like  Kate's,  then  he  was  mistaken. 

After  conversing  with  him  foi'  a  few  min- 
utes in  the  drawing  room,  Mr.  Powell  con- 
ducted Paul  to  a  wing  of  the  house  near  the 
piazza,  and  throwing  open  a  door  showed 
him  a  neat  and  very  pretty  chamber  which 
he  told  him  should  be  his  own.  Paul 
thanked  Mr.  Powell  and  accepted  the  room. 

There  was  war  in  the  house,  and  he  was  a 
bomb  thrown  at  Mrs.  Powell. 

Of  course,  she  would  make  it  uncomfort- 
able for  him  in  more  ways  than  one.  How- 
ever, the  room  w^as  certainly  an  acceptable 
one. 

A  door  opened  on  the  piazza,  and  he  was 
given  a  key  by  which  he  could  pass  in  and 
out  that  way  without  disturbing  any  of  the 
members  of  the  household. 

After  an  inspection  of  the  apartment  Mr. 
Powell  oonducted  Paul  back  to  the  drawing 
room  and  thpn  summoned  Mrs.  Powell, 
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Paul  has  never  forgotten  the  stately  way 
in  Y>iiich  Mrs.  Powell  entered  the  room  in 
which  he  sat. 

Her  face  was  as  white  as  marble, — cold, 
stern  and  hanKht3^  It  was  a  highbred  face, 
no-  doubt  of  that,  a  high  arched  nose,  cold 
gray  eyes  and  lips  firnily  set. 

"Martha,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  "this  is  Paul 
Cattridge  —  you  have  heard  of  him  before. 
He  comes  from  Lycurgus  and  works  for  me 
in  my  office  in  Front  street.  He  is  going  to 
have  the  room  opening  on  the  piazza  in  the 
west  w^ing." 

"And  what  is  the  object?"  she  asked, 
stopping  and  giving  no  signs  of  recognition 
of  Paul. 

"  Because  I  wish  it  ?  " 

"  A  w^him  of  course  ? " 

"  He  is  a  stranger  in  New  York,  one  of  us 
Lycurgus  folks." 

"It  is  surprising  that  you  do  not  insist 
upon  boarding  all  of  your  help." 

Mr.  Cattridge  prefers  his  meals  iu  a  reg? 
taurant/' 
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"And  why  do  you  summon  me?  That  I 
may  express  my  opinion  ? " 

''Your  opinion  would  carry  no  weight 
w^hatever.  My  w^ord  is  law  in  this  estab- 
lishment." 

She  turned  and  walked  from  the  room. 
The  swish  of  the  dress  was  not  the  same  as 
that  wiiich  he  had  heard  when  he  sat  in  the 
hall. 

In  obedience  to  the  commands  of  his  em- 
ployer he  returned  immediately  to  his  board- 
ing house,  paid  his  bill,  procured  a  team,  got 
his  trunk  down  stairs,  and  then  team,  driver, 
trunk  and  Paul  started  for  the  Powell  man- 
sion. 

The  house  was  an  old-fashioned  one,  and 
w^as  surrounded  by  large,  green  yards.  The 
place  showed  no  light  anywhere,  as  Paul 
helped  the  driver  hoist  his  trunk  onto  the 
piazza. 

''Another  boarding  house?"  asked  the 
driver,  displaying  remarkable  curiosity  for  a 
New  Yorker. 
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*  *  Yes, "  answered  Paul,  '  ^  another  boarding 
house." 

Then  he  unlocked  the  door  opening  on  the 
piazza  with  the  key  that  had  been  provided 
him,  lit  the  gas,  and  the  driver  helped  him 
into  the  room  with  the  trunk. 

As  soon  as  the  driver  was  gone,  Paul  sat 
down  in  an  elegant  easy  chair  and  looked 
about  the  apartment.  It  was  no  doubt  very 
prettily  furnished.  The  coverings  of  the  bed 
were  as  white  as  the  driven  snow.  Several 
etchings  on  the  wall  were  admirable.  Every- 
thing was  there  to  administer  to  the  occu- 
pant's comfort. 

Then  he  looked  at  the  door  that  opened 
into  the  hall,  and  the  other  portion  of  the 
house.  At  first  he  did  not  dare,  but  soon  he 
arose,  and  turned  the  knob  softly.  The 
door  was  securely  locked. 

^This  is  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish,"  Paul  mur- 
mured, and  then  he  leaned  out  of  the  open 
window,  looking  onto  a  stretch  of  green 
Bward.    He  was  a  great  smoker,  and  though 


38  A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE 

he  would  not  have  dared  to  smoke  in  the 
room,  he  thought  that  a  few  whiffs  at  the 
window  would  not  do  much  harm. 

It  was  plainly  evident  to  him  that  there 
was  trouble  in  the  house,  but  it  appeared 
that  no  word  of  explanation  could  come 
from  Mr.  Powell.  If  he  had  been  turned 
away  once  by  the  mistress,  it  was  evident 
that  he  had  been  taken  in  now  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  master  of  the  establishment. 
And  yet  Paul  could  hardly  satisfy  his  mind 
that  Mr.  PoweU  was  fully  aware  of  the  rela- 
tionship that  he  bore  to  his  daughter. 

The  dull  roar  of  the  city  came  to  Paul's 
ears,  as  he  speculated  upon  the  situation. 
The  view  was  not  promising;  but  little  more 
than  a  bare  expanse  of  brick  walls  was  to 
be  seen.  It  was  veiy  still,  in  the  house,  and 
not  a  sound  or  stir  could  he  hear. 

Suddenly,  he  felt  something  strike  upon 
his  face.  It  was  a  white  object,  and  to  tell 
the  truth  he  was  frightened.  The  object 
seemed  to  depend  from  above  and  a  second 
time  it  struck  him  in  the  face* 
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He  reached  at  it  with  a  clutch,  a  string 
broke,  and  he  found  himself  in  possession 
of  a  letter  tied  to  a  tin  can,  which  had  been 
sent  down  to  him  from  above. 

He  went  to  the  gas-light,  opened  the  let- 
ter, and  read  as  follows  : 

New  York,  July  16,  18—. 
Dear  Paul  : 

I  am  virtually  a  prisoner  here  in  my  own 
house.  I  cannot  go  out  any  more  except 
under  escort  of  a  dragon,  a  French  woman 
who  is  a  cross  between  a  governess  and  a 
maid,  and  who  has  orders  from  mamma  not 
to  let  me  speak  to  a  man,  and  particularly 
to  you.  It  is  on  the  program  for  me  to 
marry  Lord  Blake,  I  think.  That  is,  it  is 
mamma's  plan.  Father  is  bitterly  opposed 
to  it.  He  says  the  lord  is  only  looking  for 
some  money  to  putty  up  his  decaying  an- 
cestral halls.  I  cannot  say  that  father  is 
fully  aware  of  our  relations,  but  he  knows 
that  you  ara  a  menace  to  mother,  and  he 
has  got  you  in  the  house.  Stand  your 
ground,  Paul,  keep  quiet,  and  attend  strictly 
to  business.  I  love  you,  Paul,  and  I  cry 
every  night  thinking  about  you.    With  love, 

Kate  Powell. 
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His  own  eyelashes  were  wet  as  he  read. 
Then  he  hurried  to  the  window  and  looked 
up.  All  was  dark  and  silent  there.  And  so 
the  program  was  that  Kate  should  marry 
the  lord,  though  the  father  opposed!  This 
accounted  for  the  appearance  of  the  family 
back  in  New  York  in  July.  The  father  was 
determined  to  get  away  from  the  lord,  and 
the  lord  was  determined  to  give  a  good 
chase,  for  the  prize— well,  she  was  a  prize 
worth  the  winning,  worth  the  crossing  of 
seas  and  mountains,  the  endurance  of  any 
hardship  or  obstacle,  but  Lord  Blake  should 
not  have  her  if  he  could  prevent  it! 


CHAPTER  VI 

LETTERS   INTERCEPTED 

Paul  arose  at  his  accustomed  hour  the 
next  morning,  after  an  uneasy  rest,  and  a 
rather  unrefreshing  sleep.  He  heard  no  one 
moving  in  the  other  part  of  the  house,  and 
after  completing  his  toilet  he  proceeded 
down  town  to  a  restaurant  at  Broadway 
and  Eighth  street  where  he  made  a  break- 
fast of  coffee  and  rolls. 

Then  he  proceeded  to  the  office.  The  city 
had  a  midsummer  look.  Coming  down 
Fifth  avenue  a  portion  of  the  way,  he 
noticed  the  closed  appearance  of  the  haut 
ton  mansions  and  the  wonder  increased  as 
to  the  trouble  in  the  Powell  family  that 
could  have  brought  them  back  to  town  in 
July.  It  should  have  broken  Mrs.  Powell's 
heart  to  do  anything  so  unfashionable- 
Their  horses   and   carriage  and    coachman 
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and  liveried  outriders  were  still  at  their 
place  in  Lycurgus,  and  it  was  evident  that 
when  the  family  went  to  Newport  for  a  few 
days  at  the  seaside,  it  was  with  the  inten- 
tion of  going  back  to  their  country  place 
instead  of  to  this  city  mansion. 

If  Mrs.  Pow^ell  had  found  a  lord  the 
chances  were  that  Mr.  Pov/elFs  peculiarities 
would  cause  her  to  lose  him.  Paul  felt  that 
she  must  be  miserable  in  the  city  now,  and 
he  could  understand  the  drawn  curtains  and 
the  quietude  that  reigned  about  the  mansion 
on  Twenty-Third  street.  Her  church  here 
in  the  city  was  closed,  and  her  pastor  gain- 
ing recuperation  from  overwork  in  a  run 
through  Europe. 

Paul  w^as  early  at  the  office,  and  soon  at 
work  in  the  dark  rooms,  always  lighted  with 
gas,  even  at  midday,  and  redolent  as  he 
imagined  with  the  air  of  the  sea,  a  result 
probably  of  their  proximity  to  tlie  shipping 
and  so  much  tar  and  rope,  and  so  many  sea- 
faring men  on   the   sidewalks.     It  seemed 
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sometimes  as  though  he  could  taste  the  salt 
sea  gale  in  the  old  office  rooms. 

Mr.  Powell  was  in  the  office  by  ten  o'clock, 
attending  to  business,  but  he  did  not  stay 
long.  He  said  he  was  going  off  with  a  fish- 
ing party  of  men;  where,  Paul  did  not 
learn.  He  had  no  conversation  with  Paul 
except  in  a  general  way,  speaking  at  one 
time  hurriedly  about  something  that  he 
wished  him  to  do. 

Days  passed  in  much  this  way  —  Paul 
came  and  went.  He  entered  his  room  by 
way  of  the  piazza,  locking  and  unlocking 
the  door.  He  always  found  the  bed  at 
night  made  up  for  him,  but  he  saw  no  one 
in  the  house,  and  had  no  communication 
with  any  one. 

Kate  sent  him  no  more  notes,  and  he 
never  caught  so  much  as  a  glimpse  of  her 
face.  Finally,  he  got  into  the  habit  of  not 
going  to  the  house  until  bed  -  time,  ten 
o'clock;  and  after  a  dinner  at  a  restaurant, 
he  would  v/ander  aimlessly  about,  going  to 
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the  theatre  and  elsewhere,  and  whiling  away 
the  time  in  the  best  way  he  could. 

Communication  with  Kate  by  way  of  her 
address  at  the  stationer's  had  stopped.  He 
wrote  her  ten  letters  mailed  to  that  place, 
and  received  no  answer.  Finally,  he  made 
bold  to  call  at  the  stationer's,  and  became 
confidential  with  the  female  attendant.  As 
a  result  she  showed  him  his  ten  letters  un- 
called for.  He  could  have  cried.  And  yet 
he  knew  that  she  was  in  the  house  in  which 
he  slept  every  night. 

One  day  he  saw  in  the  society  column  of 
one  of  the  daily  papers  a  statement  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Ezra  F.  Powell  of  No.  —  West 
Twenty-third  street  were  going  to  give  a 
dinner  party  that  evening,  followed  by  a 
dance,  in  honor  of  Lord  Blake,  only  brother 
of  the  childless  Marquis  of  Kilduff,  and 
probable  heir  of  the  title,  as  the  marquis  was 
dying  as  fast  as  he  could  of  the  dropsy. 

The  social  chronicler  seemed  to  dwell  with 
something  akin  to  gusto  on  the  fact  that  the 
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marquis  was  dying  of  dropsy.  The  article 
added  that  the  lord  was  about  to  proceed 
west  on  a  hunting  tour  for  buffaloes.  And 
the  Powells  intended  returning  for  the  sum- 
mer to  their  country  seat  at  Lycurgus. 

It  struck  Paul  that  it  was  rather  hot 
weather  for  a  dance,  at  any  rate  in  New  York 
among  the  haut  toriy  but  he  presumed  the 
family  had  managed  to  find  people  enough 
among  the  local  noblesse  to  make  a  good 
showing  before  his  lordship.  In  fact,  as  he 
afterwards  learned,  Mrs.  Powell  had  sum- 
moned people  from  the  mountains  and  sea- 
side to  meet  the  lord. 

Among  these  was  PoppenweU,  the  pro- 
prietor of  an  estabhshment  for  ship's  stores 
on  South  street,  with  his  wife  and  two  sons. 

They  stood  high  in  the  social  scale,  for 
Mrs.  Poppenwell  was  a  genuine  Van  Dam 
and  Poppenwell  was  a  boon  companion  of 
Mr.  Powell's  and  the  two  were  fond  of  fish- 
ing trips  together. 

It  was  plain  that  Mrs.  Powell  feared  the 
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lord  would  escape  hev,  unless  something 
desperate  was  done.  Hence  an  excuse  was 
found  for  being  in  the  city  in  the  fact  that 
the  daughter  of  the  house,  Miss  Kate  Pow- 
ell, had  returned  for  the  purpose  of  consult- 
ing an  eminent  city  chiropodist  about  an  in- 
growing nail. 

Indeed,  a  statement  to  this  eifect  appeared 
with  due  solemnity  in  the  social  column  of  a 
daily  paper,  which  was  no  less  a  journal 
than  the  Morning  Blizzard. 

Paul  had  hardly  finished  reading  the  an- 
nouncement, as  he  sat  in  the  outer  office  in 
Front  street,  when  a  boy  of  the  establish- 
ment came  and  told  him  that  Mr.  Powell 
wished  to  see  him. 

^^  Cattridge,"  said  he,  as  Paul  entered  (Mr. 
Powell  always  called  him  Cattridge),  "  there 
is  going  to  be  a  blow-out  at  my  house 
to-night  to  meet  that  lord,  and  I  want  you 
to  help  me  out.  I  want  you  to  be  in  your 
room  about  mid -night,  and  when  the  butler 
comes  for  you,  to  go  out  into  the  dining-room 
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where  you  will  find  a  reporter.  Y-ou  are  to 
give  the  reporter  a  hst  of  the  guests  at  the 
blow-out,  and  he  is  going  to  put  it  in  the 
Morning  Blizzard.     Do  you  understand  ?  " 

*^ Perfectly,"  answered  Paul. 

''Then  here  is  the  list." 

Mr.  Powell  handed  Paul  a  number  of 
names  written  carefully,  in  a  woman's 
hand,  on  small  sheets  of  perfumed,  gilt 
edged  note  paper. 

''These  are  my  wife's  orders,"  said  he. 
''She  told  me  to  see  the  reporter,  but  I'll 
be  hanged  if  I'll  do  it !  I  want  you  to  do  so 
for  me." 

"Pll  be  glad  to  oblige  you,"  said  Paul. 

"Then  be  off,  Carttidge,  you  stand  by 
me." 

There  was  something  pathetic  in  tlie  looks 
of  the  hunted  man,  as  Paul  went  away,  and 
he  felt  sorry  for  his  employer. 


CHAPTER  VII 

ROYAL  FEASTING 

Paul  dined  at  Mouquin's  French  restau- 
rant and  spent  a  portion  of  the  evening  at 
Wallack's  Theatre,  but  he  was  uneasy  and 
did  not  enjoy  the  play.  He  was  worried 
about  Kate  and  feared  that  he  was  about  to 
lose  her  forever.  He  reached  the  house,  as 
midnight  approached  and  unlocking  the 
door  of  his  room  opening  on  the  piazza 
passed  within.  The  house  was  brilliantly 
lighted;  carriages  were  rolling  to  and  from 
the  mansion;  the  soft  strains  of  dance  music 
came  through  the  half  closed  window  shut- 
ters and  curtains;  and  occasionally  as  he 
looked  out  toward  the  drawing  room  win- 
dows he  caught  a  glimpse  of  ladies  or 
gentlemen  in  elegant  evening  toilet. 

Pangs  of  jealousy  would  sweep  over  his 
mind  as  he  thought  of  Kate  the  admired  of 
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all  the  brilliant  throng,  and  then  as  he  lay- 
on  his  bed,  he  would  laugh  contemptuously. 
Mrs.  Powell  was  rushing  the  season  at  a 
great  rate,  in  her  desire  to  show  the  British 
lion  that  she  was  leading  about  with  a 
golden  cord. 

It  was  twelve  o'clock  precisely  when  there 
came  a  tap  on  his  chamber  door.  He  arose, 
and  to  his  surprise  opened  it  without  any 
difficulty.  It  was  the  first  time  that  the 
door  had  been  opened  to  his  own  knowledge 
since  he  had  taken  up  his  residence  in  the 
house. 

As  he  opened  the  door  he  saw  Jones  the 
butler. 

Jones  held  a  small  silver  tray  on  which 
w^as  a  card. 

•'What  is  it,  Jones?"  said  Paul,  in  an 
effort  to  be  conciliatory. 

No  word  of  explanation  was  vouchsafed. 
The  tray  was  held  extended. 

Paul  took  the  card  and  saw  that  it  was 
from  a  representative  of  the  press. 
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*^  Oh  I  ^'  said  Paul,  '^  it  is  from  the  reporter 
who  comes  to  get  the  names  of  the  party  for 
the  paper. " 

Jones  held  himself  very  erect. 

He  was  a  picture  to  look  at !  His  nose 
was  turned  aloft.  His  lips  expressed  dis- 
dain, his  mutton  chop  whiskers  seemed  to 
hristle. 

^"E  was  to  -ave  something  to  h'eat,''  said 
Jones. 

''Oh  ! "  exclaimed  Paul,  ''  I'U  go  out." 

He  followed  Jones  to  the  dining  room 
where  he  found  the  newspaperman  engaged 
in  quite  an  animated  conversation  v/ith  one 
of  the  maids  of  the  establishment,  a  da.rk- 
eyed  attractive  looking  French  girl,  who 
wore  a  white  cap. 

The  journalist  was  already  much  at  liome 
with  her,  though  he  had  evidently  never 
met  her  before,  and  she  was  all  smiles  and 
sallies,  so  far  as  the  dignity  of  Mr.  Jones 
would  allow. 

Paul  advanced  to  Bixby,  introduced  him- 
self, and  handed  over  the  list  of  guests. 
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*^Mrs.  Pov/ell  is  very  particular  about 
this/'  said  he. 

^^I  don't  doubt  it,"  answered  Simon  Boli- 
var Bixby. 

And  then  he  added:  "Has  his  lordship 
arrived  ? " 

It  seemed  as  though  Jones  would  sink  to 
the  floor  in  amazement. 

"His  ludship  is  in  the  conservatory,"  w^as 
the  reply. 

"  Give  him  my  best  respects  when  you  see 
him." 

And  Bixby  scanned  the  list  of  names. 

"You  was  to 'ave  something  to  h'eat," 
said  Jones,  st  iffly. 

"Oh,  thanks,"  said  Mr.  Bixby. 

"I  can  bring  you  both  a  nice  bit  of  fowl 
and  some  champagne,"  said  Jones,  unbend- 
ing a  little. 

"Nothing  could  be  better,"  said  Bixby, 
with  a  look  at  Paul,  who  took  a  seat  at  the 
table  which  was  prepared  for  a  little  supper. 

"Member of  the  family  ? " observed  Bixby, 
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also  taking  a  seat,  unfolding  a  napkin,  and 
tucking  a  portion  of  it  at  his  neck. 

^^No,"  answered  Paul,  with  some  hesita- 
tion. *^I  am  only  a  clerk,  and  I  have  a 
room  in  the  house." 

^^I  thought  so.  You  must  excuse  my  im- 
pertinence, but  may  I  ask,  where  did  they 
get  that  lord  ? " 

^*  They  were  at  jN'ewport,  at  the  Ocean 
House,  so  I  understand,  and  Lord  Blake  was 
smitten  with  Miss  Powell  at  first  sight." 

^*  And  he  is  going 

'^To  marry  the  daughter  and  heiress  of 
the  house,  so  I  understand." 

As  Paul  spoke  his  face  fluslied,  and  he 
looked  embarrassed. 

Simon  Bohvar  Bixby  saw  the  change  of 
countenance  and  guessed  at  something. 

**  Does  she  love  another  ? " 

^^  You  ask  too  much,"  said  Paul. 

The  girl  brought  in  the  supper,  which  was 
without  doubt  decidedly  good.  Besides  the 
fowl,  there  were  cold  boiled  ham,  chicken 
salad,  jellies,  cream,  raw  oysters,  etc. 
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The  wine  sparkled  as  Jones  uncorked  a 
bottle,  and  poured  out  two  glasses. 

*^Have  some  yourself,"  said  Bixby. 

^'I  never  drink  with  gentlemen,"  was 
Jones'  dignified  reply. 

*'What  may  I  call  your  name?"  asked 
Bixby. 

^' Jones,"  was  the  reply. 

*^  Then  let  me  toss  this  down  to  your 
health." 

And  Bixby  swallowed  his  glass  of  cham- 
pagne with  gusto. 

"  You  have  not  been  long  in  this  country, 
Mr.  Jones,"  observed  Bixby. 

*^  A  matter  of  four  months,  sir,"  was  the 
reply. 

'' Married?" 

^^I  am  engaged  to  my  lady's  maid." 

*^  And  who  is  my  lady  ?" 

'*Mrs.  Powell,  sir." 

*^Then  fill  my  glass  again,  and  let  me 
drink  to  yourself  and  my  lady's  maid,"  and 
as  Bixby  drained  his  glass  a  second  time,  he 
looked  at  his  companion  curiously. 
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*'You  are  a  credit  to  your  Simian  ances- 
try," was  Bixby's  remark. 

^'I  am  H'English,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Jones 
with  increased  dignity. 

"Oh,  yes,  H'Enghsh  of  course.  I  beg 
your  pardon." 

And  Bixby  drank  a  third  glass  of  cham- 
pagne. 

Jones  was  called  out,  and  the  affable 
smiles  were  again  on  the  pleasant  face  of 
the  French  maid. 

Paul  noticed  the  whiteness  of  her  skin  in 
contrast  with  her  black  hair  and  dress. 

Bixby  leaned  back  to  readjust  his  napkin 
and  it  fell  to  the  floor. 

She  stooped  to  pick  it  up  for  him,  and 
suddenly  he  had  seized  her  hand  and  waist, 
and  gave  her  a  kiss. 

"Oh,  monsieur!"  she  exclaimed,  read- 
justing her  cap. 

"It  cannot  be  that  you  are  engaged  to 
Mr.  Jones  ? "  exclaimed  Bixby. 

"Never  on  your  life,  monsieur,"  was  her 
reply. 
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He  pulled  fifty  cents  from  his  pocket,  and 
said,  "this  is  a  half  dollar  of  the  republic. 
Buy  bonbons  with  it,  and  as  they  melt  in 
your  rosy  mouth,  think  of  me." 

She  took  the  money. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

AT  JAKEY  SCHLESSINGER'S 

Paul  had  but  little  appetite.  The  soft 
sound  of  that  dance  music  stealing  in  from 
the  rooms  beyond  made  him  sick  at  heart. 
He  imagined  Kate  on  the  arm  of  Lord 
Blake,  perchance,  whirling  in  the  mazy- 
waltz  and  he  was  dizzy  with  the  thought. 

Bixby  continued  to  eat  and  converse  and 
Paul  wished  he  would  finish.  Paul  desired 
to  be  alone  again,  where  he  could  think. 
He  did  not  catch  a  glimpse  of  any  of  the 
family,  either  Mrs.  Powell,  Kate  or  Mr. 
Powell,  but  the  dance  music  continued  to 
swell,  soft  and  entrancing,  and  he  knew  that 
he  was  separated  by  only  a  wall  from  a  daz- 
zling scene  of  festivity  where  Kate  was 
doubtless  the  reigning  queen. 

It  was  evident  that  Mrs.  Powell  had  no  in- 
tention of  showing  him  the  door  now,  but 
(56) 
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he  had  a  pretty  good  idea  that  the  embargo 
was  not  raised  on  him. 

It  was  not  necessary  to  tell  Simon  Bohvar 
Bixby  that  he  was  not  an  invited  guest,  and 
as  soon  as  the  society  editor  had  concluded 
his  meal,  he  asked  Paul  to  come  out  and 
take  a  walk  with  him. 

Paul  demurred.  Bixby  told  him  to  come 
on;  he  could  not  sleep  in  the  house  while  all 
the  racket  was  going  on;  and  finally  Paul 
got  his  hat  and  went  with  him  around  the 
corner  to  Jakey  Schlessinger's  saloon. 

Jakey  Schlessinger's  was  a  neat,  quiet 
place,  and  Jakey  was  evidently  a  man 
stout  and  good  natured,  who  let  the  world 
wag  as  it  may,  while  he  looked  on  and  con- 
tentedly smoked  his  pipe. 

He  seemed  well  acquainted  with  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby,  and  after  some  half  an  hour 
at  the  bar  Bixby  suggested  that  they  sit 
down,  and  led  Paul  to  the  rear  of  the  room, 
where  they  took  seats  and  Bixby  called  for 
more  beer. 
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He  seemed  to  take  a  liking  to  Paul,  and 
confided  considerable  of  liis  history  to  him, 
and  it  was  not  long  before  Paul  had  told 
him  a  good  deal  about  himself;  more,  prob- 
ably, than  he  intended.  As  to  much  of  the 
rest,  if  Paul  did  not  inform  him  definitely, 
Bixby  was  able  to  make  a  guess  at  it. 

^^  I  have  a  pretty  good  idea  of  your  Mrs. 
Powell,"  said  Bixby.  " She  is  an  upheaval, 
a  social,  geological  deposit,  resulting  from 
earthquake,  you  know.  Mrs.  Powell  will 
get  on.  (Bixby  rapped  his  glass  for  more 
beer.)  Society  in  Xew  York  is  chaotic,  and 
her  money  will  help  her.  The  women  make 
society  in  this  country.  The  men  aS  a  rule 
care  little  about  it.  The  British  nobility 
find  our  women  charming  and  our  men  to 
the  contrary.  The  nobility  cannot  disabuse 
their  minds  of  a  lurking  impression  that  the 
men  are  only  waiting  an  opportunity  to 
present  a  bill.  The  American  women  and 
the  British  nobility  spend  money  royally, 
and  of  late  it  may  be  said  that  they  toil  not, 
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neither  do  they  spin,  and  yet  Solomon  in  all 
liis  glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  them." 

Tnere  was  another  rap  for  beer  and  Bixby 
continued : 

''  Have  the  Powells  any  arms  i " 

'^Ah,   yes,"  answered   Paul,  in  surprise, 
^^  they  have  two  arms  apiece." 

^'You  mistake  me,"  said  the  journalist. 
^*I  mean  heraldic  device.  The  Powells 
made  their  money  in  oil,  I  understand.  An 
oil  can  would  be  a  good  emblem  for  them, 
or  the  head  of  a  big  porker.  I  understand 
the  old  man  is  speculating  in  pork  now.  I 
believe  that  certain  American  families  of 
wealth  should  adopt  arms  consonant  with 
that  by  which  they  have  achieved  greatness. 
This  was  the*  law  in  the  dark  ages,  when 
the  victorious  deeds  of  men  and  families 
were  emblazoned  on  their  banners.  How 
much  better  is  it  with  us,  who  have  achieved 
success  by  methods  of  peace  and  not  of 
butchery.  I  am  glad  to  see  that  you  have 
embraced  a  commercial  career." 
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''You  are  very  much  interested  in  me  ?" 
said  Paul,  with  a  smile. 

"I  am  glad  to  see  any  one  who  has  wit 
enough  to  go  into  commerce  in  this  country 
and  age.  It  is  the  road  to  success,  as  was 
human  butchery  many  years  ago." 


CHAPTER  IX 

THIEVES  IN   THE  HOUSE 

Paul  and  Bixby  left  Jakey  Schlessinger's 
place  as  the  clock  in  a  nearby  steeple  was 
tolling  the  hour.  The  streets  were  deserted 
save  by  the  foot  falls  of  a  solitary  pohce- 
man.  The  hghts  burned  dim,  and  the  night 
breeze  coming  up  from  the  bay,  and  beyond 
the  highlands  of  New  Jersey,  brought  again 
that  scent  of  the  salt  sea  gale  that  was 
refreshing. 

They  parted  on  the  corner  of  Twenty- 
third  street  and  Broadway,  Bixby  telhng 
Paul  to  call  and  see  him  some  evening  at 
his  room  on  Sixth  avenue,  near  Fourth - 
teenth  street,  giving  the  number.  Paul  said 
he  would  accept  the  invitation,  thinking 
little  that  he  would  soon  have  occasion  to 
go  there  under  the  most  appalling  circum- 
stances. 

(61) 


62  A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE 

He  wondered  as  to  the  conditions  that 
would  meet  him  at  the  house  at  this  time. 

He  did  not  want  to  go  back  there.  He 
did  not  care  to  hear  that  waltz  music  again, 
the  sound  of  conversation  coming  through 
the  half  closed  windows,  nor  see  the  car- 
riages in  the  street  and  the  bright  lights 
within. 

He  wandered  into  Madison  Square  and 
sat  there  solitary  on  a  bench  for  some  time, 
looking  at  a  myriad  of  stars  in  the  dim, 
blue  vault  above.  ^^Oh  !  why  should  we  be 
separated  ? "  he  sighed. 

She  loved  him,  he  felt  that !  She  could 
never  be  another's  at  heart,  although  she 
gave  the  lord  her  hand  in  marriage. 

At  last  he  arose  wearily  and  plodded 
slowly  toward  the  Povv^ell  mansion.  The 
house  was  in  total  darkness  and  rose  in 
gloom  out  of  the  night.  The  ball  or  dinner, 
or  whatever  you  may  term  it,  was  over. 

He  turned  the  key  and  entered  his  room. 
He  was  not  in  the  mood  for  undressing  and 
flung  himself  on  his  bed. 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  63 

He  could  not  sleep  and  tossed  uneasily. 
He  thought  he  heard  footsteps  on  the  piazza, 
but  dismissed  the  idea  as  an  idle  one. 

His  window  and  the  curtains  were  par- 
tially raised,  and  if  he  was  not  mistaken  he 
saw  the  dim  outline  of  a  figure  pass  by  in 
the  dark. 

A  moment  later  the  house  resounded  Avith 
shrieks;  lights  flashed,  several  it  seemed;  a 
dozen  men  to  Paul's  afifirighted  imagination, 
came  scampering  and  jumping  from  some- 
where, and  running  through  the  yard. 

The  screams  increased,  lights  danced, 
heavy  footsteps  resounded  in  the  hall;  and 
almost  before  Paul  could  realize  it,  bis  door 
was  burst  open,  and  Mrs.  Powell,  follow^ed 
by  her  husband  and  a  number  of  the  ser- 
vants came  hurrying  into  the  apartment. 

*^  That  is  he  ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Powell, 
who  wore  a  wrapper  hastily  throwm  on. 
^^  Seize  him  !  I  saw  him  !  He  was  one  of 
them  ! " 

Paul  turned  white  with  consternation,  and 
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he  retreated  toward  the  further  end  of  the 
room. 

'*  Don't  let  him  get  away!"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Powell.  ^'  He  was  one  of  the  burglars  ! 
I  saw  him,  I  say  I  Look  at  him,  he  has  got 
all  his  clothes  on  !     Caught  in  the  act !  " 

She  advanced  on  Paul  as  if  she  would 
seize  him,  when  her  husband  grasped  her 
arm.  Mr.  Powell  was  in  a  long  flowing 
night  gown  which  impeded  his  walk,  and  on 
his  head  was  a  cotton  night  cap. 

''Stay,  Martha!"  he  said.  ''Do  not  be 
rash  !  Cattridge  (he  added)  the  house  has 
been  robbed,  and  she  says  you  are  one  of 
the  burglars.  She  is  excited  and  nervous, 
and  does  not  know  what  she  is  talking 
about." 

"  I  say  I  saw  him  ! "  she  exclaimed,  point- 
ing at  Paul,  "and  I  want  him  arrested." 

A  murmur  of  astonishment  was  heard 
among  the  servants. 

A  burglar  alarm  communicating  with  the 
nearest  police  station  had  in  the  meantime 
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done  its  work,  and  a  squad  of  police  was 
heard  hurrying  along  the  sidewalk  and 
thence  on  to  the  piazza  and  direct  to  Paul's 
door,  as  the  voices  and  confusion  seemed  to 
come  from  that  direction. 

A  servant  unlocked  the  door,  and  the 
police  streamed  in. 

'^  I  want  you  to  arrest  that  young  man  1 " 
said  Mrs.  Powell,  pointing  at  Paul,  and 
speaking  more  calmly  than  before. 

The  sergeant  in  charge  advanced  toward 
Paul. 

Mr.  Powell  pushed  his  wife  rather  un- 
ceremoniously back  and  came  between  the 
officer  and  the  young  man. 

Mr.  Powell  hurriedly  explained  the  situa- 
tion, all  listening. 

^'  I  understand  your  wife  says  this  young 
man  is  one  of  the  burglars,"  said  the 
sergeant. 

*'It  is  a  mistake.  He  is  in  my  employ. 
He  is  a  trusted  clerk  of  mine,"  said  Mr, 
Powell. 
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^'It  is  not  a  mistake  !"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Powell. 

The  sergeant  looked  at  her. 

Mr.  Powell  spoke  again. 

'^  I  am  the  master  of  this  place,"  said  he. 
*'It  is  my  house  that  has  been  robbed.  I 
will  be  responsible  for  the  young  man's 
keeping,  pending  an  investigation,  will  that 
satisfy  you  ? " 

^^Oh,  yes,"  responded  the  sergeant,  '^as 
long  as  you  w^ill  be  responsible  for  him. 
There  seems  to  be  some  doubt  about  it." 

'^  There  is  no  doubt,"  observed  Mrs. 
Powell. 

The  sergeant  regarded  her  a  little  sus- 
piciously. 

''  Has  there  been  a  robbery  ?  "  he  asked. 

''Yes,"  said  Mr.  Povrell. 

Then  he  turned  to  his  servants. 

"Begone,  every  one  of  you!"  was  the 
command. 

They  scattered. 

Then  Mr.  Powell  turned  to  his  wife. 
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^  Martha, "  said  he,  '^I  must  ask  you  to 


go." 


And  when  Mrs.  Powell  did  not  stir,  he 
took  her  by  the  arm  and  led  her  from  the 
room  and  locked  the  door  after  her. 


CHAPTER   X 

CHASED  BY  A  POLICEMAN 

Then  one  officer  was  left  in  Paul's  room, 
and  the  rest  went  away,  some  of  them 
going  out  in  the  yard,  and  beating  around 
in  the  bushes  and  the  grass,  while  others 
accompanied  by  Mr.  Powell  and  Paul  pro- 
ceeded up -stairs. 

The  way  in  which  the  burglars  had  affected 
an  entrance  was  evident.  They  used  a  lad- 
der in  the  yard  and  climbed  to  a  second 
story  window  in  the  dark  shadow^  of  a  cor- 
ner. They  had  gotten  into  Mrs.  Powell's 
room,  where  they  took  two  gold  watches, 
valued  at  $400  each,  $125  worth  of  jewelry, 
and  $460  in  cash. 

Neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Powell  heard  them 
at  first.  They  were  either  passing  toward 
the  window  which  was  in  the  hall,  whereby 
they  gained  entrance  by  breaking  the  glass 
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and  pulling  the  hasp,  or  they  were  about 
proceeding  down  the  stairway  for  the  pur- 
pose of  getting  at  the  silverware  in  the 
buffet  in  the  dining  room,  when  Mrs.  Pow- 
ell awoke,  perceived  the  situation,  and  gave 
an  unearthly  scream. 

Then  ensued  the  scampering,  the  descent 
of  the  ladder,  the  jumping  of  some  of  them 
to  the  ground  (the  ladder  fell  and  broke) 
and  the  scene  of  riotous  confusion  which 
ensued. 

As  Paul  understood  it,  Mrs.  Powell  de- 
clared that  she  looked  out  of  one  of  the 
windows  and  saw  Paul  in  the  moonlight 
with  the  burglars  on  the  lawn. 

The  sergeant  in  command  of  the  squad  of 
police  was  soon  satisfied  that  there  was  no 
opportunity  of  catching  the  robbers  about 
the  premises,  and  the  searching  and  investi- 
gating party  met  again  in  Paul's  room. 

The  sergeant  said  that  there  was  no  use  in 
staying  any  longer,  and  after  leaving  the 
man  already  detailed  in  Paul's  apartment, 
the  rest  of  them  went  away. 
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Thus  there  was  nobody  left  in  the  room 
but  the  officer,  Paul  and  Mr.  Powell. 

The  officer  on  detail  was  a  stolid  looking 
fellow,  who  said  little,  leaned  back  in  his 
chair,  and  seemed  all  the  time  making  hard 
effort  to  keep  awake. 

But  Paul  noticed  that  the  officer  often 
opened  one  eye  which  he  fixed  intently  on 
Paul. 

Paul  presented  a  picture  of  abject  misery. 
Mr.  Powell  walked  the  room  restlessly. 

Nothing  was  said.  Dawn  soon  came, 
then  daylight,  and  the  gas  looked  feeble  and 
pale.  It  was  evident  that  Mr.  Powell  was 
willing  that  the  remaining  officer  should  go, 
but  the  man  did  not  budge.  He  still  seemed 
half  asleep  with  an  eye  suddenly  opening 
now  and  then  and  watching  Mr.  Powell  and 
Paul. 

Paul  did  not  care  to  say  anything,  and 
looked  at  Mr.  Powell. 

Finally  Mr.  Powell  spoke  — 

*^  I  think  we  need  some  breakfast,  what 
do  you  say,  officer  ? " 
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Both  eyes  opened  wide,  and  he  said  he 
w^ould  not  object. 

''Then  I'll  go  and  order  some, "  said  Mr* 
Powell. 

He  went  out  leaving  Paul  and  the  officer 
alone  in  the  room. 

Paul  could  not  shift  in  his  chair  without 
that  one  eye  opening  and  regarding  him. 
This  made  Paul  feel  horribly  uncomfortable. 
The  gaze  seemed  to  turn  into  an  eye  that 
burned  with  fire.  If  the  man  had  shown 
both  his  eyes  at  once  in  the  proper  way, 
Paul  would  have  thought  nothing  about  the 
matter. 

Paul  knew  that  he  w^as  watched  and  sus- 
pected. The  realization  made  the  cold  per- 
spiration stand  on  his  brow.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  tlie  ])olice  did  not  intend  to  lose 
sight  of  liim,  and  the  statement  of  the  ser- 
geant in  charge  that  he  was  aU  right,  or 
something  to  tlat  effect  was  only  a  feint. 
He  was  a  suspect,  and  that  man  sitting  there 
in  that  chair  did  not  intend  to  lose  Ei<2:ht  of 
him. 
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Paul  was  near  the  window.  All  at  once 
he  saw  something  tied  to  a  string  dangling 
before  him.  It  had  come  from  above,  prob- 
ably from  a  window,  descending  in  the  same 
way  in  which  Kate  had  sent  him  a  note  once 
before.  There  was  again  a  small  tin  can 
and  a  note,  both  fastened  to  the  end  of  the 
string. 

With  an  instantaneous  sweep  of  his  arm 
Paul  had  the  tin  can  and  note  in  his  hand, 
the  string  broke  and  disappeared  as  before; 
the  deed  was  done  while  both  the  eyes  gazed 
in  another  direction  and  the  officer  on  guard 
was  none  the  wiser. 

Now  came  the  reading  of  the  note. 

Paul  lifted  one  leg  so  that  it  crossed  the 
other  on  his  knee,  and  thus  shielded  from  ob- 
servation he  managed  to  get  the  note  open. 

The  paper  crackled  a  little,  but  the  officer 
did  not  seem  to  mind  that. 

Paul  read  the  following,  his  heart  thump- 
ing in  his  throat,  and  his  face  aflame  with 
excitement: 
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Dear  Paul : 

You  must  get  away.  Mother  is  deter- 
mined to  have  you  locked  up.  She  declares 
that  she  saw  you  in  consultation  with  the 
robbers.  She  is  mistaken.  It  is  not  so,  I 
know,  but  you  must  fly  from  the  clutches 
of  the  law.  Kate. 

Paul  reflected — Mrs.  Powell's  word  would 
go  further  than  his  own.  He  could  not 
prove  an  alibi.  He  left  Simon  Bohvar  Bixby 
after  midnight,  and  for  about  two  hours  sat 
in  Madison  Square. 

He  looked  at  the  officer;  both  eyes  were 
regarding  him. 

At  that  moment  Mr.  Powell  entered  and 
said,  "  Gentlemen,  come  and  have  some 
breakfast." 

The  officer  arose  with  alacrity.  It  was 
the  first  time  he  had  shown  animation. 

The  three  passed  into  the  hall,  and  ad- 
vanced toward  the  dining  room,  which  was 
not  far  away. 

Mr.  PoweU  managed  to  say  to  Paul  in  a 
low  tone  that  he  was  sorry,  but  his  wife 
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was  determined  to  make  an  example  of 
him,  and  was  going  to  prefer  formal  com- 
plaint and  have  him  arrested  for  burglary. 

"What  shall  I  do  ?"  whispered  Paul. 

"Skip,"  answ^ered  Mr.  Powell. 

As  they  entered  the  dining  room  Paul 
saw  a  dish  of  pickled  beets  standing  on  the 
sideboard. 

As  quick  as  a  flash,  he  seized  the  dish  of 
beets  and  flung  the  stuff  at  the  officer. 

The  officer  was  blinded. 

The  red  liquid  of  the  beets  was  showered 
in  his  face;  some  of  it  w^ent  down  his  neck 
and  on  his  snowy  shirt  bosom. 

Before  the  officer  could  recover  himself 
Paul  had  leaped  from  the  window  of  the 
dining  room,  landing  on  the  stone  pavement 
just  underneath.  Then  picking  himself  up, 
he  hurried  out  to  Twenty -third  street,  and 
around  the  corner  which  was  near. 

A  car  was  approaching  at  a  rapid  rate, 
going  dovrn  town.  Paul  had  an  excuse  for 
running  and  he  ran  out  in  the  street,  hailed 
the  car,  and  got  on  board. 
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As  he  passed  through  the  car  he  glanced 
over  into  Twenty -third  street  at  Mr.  Powell's 
house  and  saw  the  officer  after  him,  with 
drawn  pistol  in  one  hand. 

The  officer  turned  the  corner  of  Sixth 
avenue,  and  hurried  up  there  at  lightning 
speed. 

In  the  meantime  Paul  was  bowling  along 
down  town,  quietly  seated  in  the  car. 


CHAPTER   XI 

BIXBY    THE   SOCIETY  EDITOR 

He  rode  direct  to  the  Astor  House,  and 
then  crossed  the  ferry.  Arrived  in  Jersey 
City  he  did  not  know  what  to  do.  He  was 
in  another  state  and  this  made  him  feel 
comparatively  safe,  but  he  knew  that  the 
woman  intended  to  press  her  charge  vigor- 
ously until  he  was  effectually  out  of  the 
way,  or  Kate  was  effectually  married  to 
Lord  Blake. 

He  made  a  breakfast  in  the  restaurant 
attached  to  the  depot  in  Jersey  City,  and 
while  eating  he  picked  up  a  copy  of  the  New 
York  Morning  Boomerang. 

It  gave  a  flaming  account  of  the  robbery 

and  said   that  one  of  the  burglars  named 

Paul  Cartridge,  a  notorious  crook,  was  the 

only  one  of  the  gang  who  was  caught,  and 

he  had  made  his  escape  from  the  officer. 
(76) 
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A  notorious  crook  !  He  threw  the  paper 
down  in  disgust.  He  began  to  think  that 
he  must  be  out  of  his  senses.  But  there  it 
was  in  plain  print.  It  was  evident  that  he 
must  be  a  burglar  and  a  crook  in  spite  of 
himself.  However,  there  was  satisfaction 
in  knowing  that  he  had  made  his  escape. 

Then  he  picked  up  the  Morning  Blizzard 
and  did  not  see  any  mention  of  himself. 
The  reporters  on  that  journal  must  have 
been  decidedly  slow\  But  it  was  a  wonder 
how  any  of  the  papers  got  any  account  so 
soon.  It  must  have  been  near  the  time  for 
going  to  press,  when  the  burglary  took 
place.  All  this  showed  wonderful  enter- 
prise anyway. 

With  nothing  to  do  now,  Paul  rode  to 
Hoboken  and  thence  to  Weehawken  and 
Hoboken  Heights. 

He  lounged  about  there  all  the  rest  of  the 
day,  and  late  in  the  afternoon,  as  he  was 
sitting  under  a  tree  on  the  grass  munching 
a  cheese  sandwich  that  he  had   procured 
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from  a  neighboring  hotel,  he  saw  some  one 
approaching  along  the  road  whose  figure 
seemed  familiar. 

Nearer  and  nearer  it  came,  on  the  dusty 
road,  and  soon  Paul  perceived  that  the  per- 
son was  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby,  the  society 
editor. 

It  was  Bixby  unmistakably  —  the  same 
short,  stout  figure,  smooth  face,  and  general 
air  of  plodding  indifference.  He  wore  the 
same  suit  of  clothes,  blue,  that  he  had  on 
the  night  before,  white  soft  hat,  dented  in  the 
crown,  and  as  he  came  still  nearer,  Paul  saw 
that  he  held  a  short  corn  cob  pipe  stuck  in 
his  mouth.  Paul's  first  impulse  was  to  get 
up  and  run,  but  he  w^as  too  late. 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  saw  him. 

''Hullo!"  cried  Bixby,  ''what  in  the 
name  of  all  the  fallen  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

'^  Well,  I  may  as  well  tell  you,"  said  Paul, 
and  then  he  proceeded  with  his  story. 

Bixby  heard  him  puffing  away  at  his  pipe. 

*'I  hope  you  are  not  hunting  for  me?" 
said  PauL 
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'^Not  I,"  was  the  reply,  "  I  came  out  here 
to  write  up  a  cock  fight.  The  thing  is  over, 
I  have  sent  in  my  account  to  the  Evening 
Thunderbolt,  telegraphed  it,  you  know,  and 
now  I  am  in  search  of  a  car  to  take  me  back 
to  civilization." 

Then  Bixby  said  that  he  knew  all  about 
the  affair  of  the  robbery,  the  charge  against 
Paul  and  so  on. 

^^Saw  it  in  the  paper,  I  suppose?"  ob- 
served Paul. 

'^  I  saw  it  in  the  paper." 

*' What  would  you  advise  me  to  do  ?"  in- 
quired Paul. 

*'If  I  were  in  your  place,"  said  Bixby, 
speaking  slowly,  ''my  first  impulse  would 
be  to  go  back  and  confront  that  woman  with 
proofs  of  your  innocence." 

''But  where  are  the  proofs?"  asked  Paul. 

"  She  declares  that  you  are  a  bad  man." 

"  Do  you  think  I  am  ? "  asked  Paul. 

"  No,  I  do  not — you  are  not  smart  enough 
to  be  a  crook." 
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Paul  winced. 

*'I  mean,"  explained  Simon  Bolivar 
Bixby,  *'it  is  not  the  cut  of  your  jib;  but 
you  have  the  assertion  of  one  of  the  most 
respectable  members  of  society  to  contend 
with.  She  charges  you  point  blank  with 
being  concerned  in  the  robbery,  and  imagine 
the  effect  of  her  testimony  on  a  jury,  as  she 
sits  wearing  the  latest  style  of  a  summer 
hat." 

**  I  think  I  will  take  a  train  for  the  west," 
said  Paul. 

'*  Don't  you  do  it,"  said  Bixby,  "* you'll  be 
carrying  yourself  too  far  away  from  the 
scene  of  operations.  I  take  it  that  you  love 
this  daughter  ? " 

^^You  have  it  pretty  nearly  right,"  was 
Paul's  reply.  Then  he  proceeded  to  give 
Bixby  considerable  of  the  history  of  the  case. 

*^  Would  the  girl  meet  you  and  run 
away?"  asked  Bixby. 

"I  would  not  ask  her  to  do  that." 

'*  Better  not.      Just  act  on   the  square, 
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Return  to  New  York  with  me,  and  pass 
yourself  off  as  iny  brother.  Take  a  room 
with  me  in  Sixth  avenue  until  the  storm 
blows  over.  I  will  help  you  out  if  I  can, 
my  boy.  When  we  reach  Jersey  City,  you 
can  buy  a  new  suit  of  clothes  different  from 
the  suit  that  you  wear;  another  kind  of  hat; 
get  that  beard  shaved  from  your  face,  leav- 
ing only  a  moustache;  procure  a  pair  of 
smoked  glasses;  you  can  find  them  to  fit, 
though  your  sight  is  perfect;  their  only  use 
will  be  to  disguise  you;  purchase  also  a  trav- 
elling bag;  put  in  it  a  tooth  brush  and  other 
toilet  articles,  underclothing,  etc.,  and  a 
copy  of  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress,  if  you 
hke.  Thus  equipped  I  will  take  you  over  to 
Now  York  and  you  can  be  my  long  lost 
brother  for  any  length  of  period  that  you 
may  desire." 


CHAPTER  XIT 

WEABISOME   DAYS. 

Night  was  falling  when  Paul  in  the  dis- 
guise just  mentioned  crossed  the  ferry  from 
Jersey  City  with  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby. 

They  soon  reached  Sixth  avenue  where 
Bixby  took  Paul  to  his  room,  and  intro- 
duced him  to  his  landlady  telling  her  that 
Paul  was  his  brother  come  to  New  York  to 
see  a  chiropodist  and  get  doctored  for  his 
eyes. 

^'  What  do  you  mean  by  telling  her  such 
stuff  as  that?"  Paul  said  as  soon  as  they 
were  away  from  her  presence. 

''She  doesn't  know  the  difference,"  re- 
marked Bixby,  ''at  the  same  time,  she  is  not 
a  fool.  She  goes  to  a  church  around  in 
Eighteenth  street,  and  she  said  to  me  one 
day,  with  a  smile,  that  the  people  of  her 

church  were  very  polite  to  God,  and  they 
(83) 
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expected  Him  to  be  very  polite  to  them  in 
return,  which  is  not  bad  for  a  woman  who 
spells  city  with  two  ts. 

Paul  fxung  his  bag  in  a  corner,  and  sat 
down  on  the  httle  bed  and  looked  disconso- 
lately around.  The  window  was  up,  and 
outside  flickered  the  street  lamps  in  the 
gloom  of  early  evening. 

The  room  was  small  and  without  a  closet, 
and  Paul  asked  Eixby  where  he  kept  his 
trunk. 

^*I  have  no  trunk,"  was  the  reply. 
' '  Hardly  a  hand  bag  such  as  yours  —  I  am 
always  in  light  marching  order,  and  may 
disappear  from  here  any  day." 

^^ I  hope" said  Paul,  and   then  he 

stopped. 

^'  Oh,  I  always  square  up  with  my  land- 
ladies," said  Bixby.  ''But  I  do  not  beheve 
in  luggage.  I  am  but  a  pilgrim  and  a 
stranger  in  this  country,  you  know.  I  have 
a  couple  of  shirts,  etc.,  in  that  drawer,  and 
in  another  drawer  is  my  dress  suit." 
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He  opened  one  of  the  drawers  and  took 
out  a  rather  wrinkled  swallow  tail  coat,  and 
black  vest,  and  trousers  to  match. 

'^I  bought  that  evening  suit  for  twenty- 
five  dollars,  but  I  rarely  wear  it,"  said  he. 
It  is  altogether  too  dignified  for  me,  but  at 
the  same  time  I  attend  hundreds  of  social 
functions  to  get  the  names  for  publication. 
However,  the  most  of  the  affairs  are  not 
what  you  would  call  swell.  To-night  I  go 
to  a  pic-nic  at  East  River  Park  where  the 
men  dance  with  their  hats  on,  and  cigars  in 
their  mouths,  and  the  women  are  what  may 
be  called  pivoteers.  You  don't  know  the 
meaning  of  the  word  pivoteer  ? " 

^^  No,"  said  Paul. 

'^  A  pivoteer,"  remarked  Bixby,  as  he  sat 
in  a  chair  wrong  side  first,  and  leaned  on 
the  back  and  smoked  the  inevitable  pipe. 
''A  pivoteer  is  a  girl  in  society  who  does 
not  hft  her  feet  off  the  floor  when  she 
dances.  She  shuffles.  She  usually  wears  a 
rakish  hat,  and  a  stvlish  dress,  and  is  often 
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handsome,  but  if  you  weary  her  wdth  too 
much  talk,  she  will  exclaim.  Oh,  give  me  a 
rest.  Would  you  like  to  go  with  me  to  the 
pic  nic?" 

*'No,"  answered  Paul,  absently. 

**  It  will  cost  you  nothing.  I'll  pass  you 
as  a  member  of  the  press  —  reporter  for  the 
New  York  Independent — for  instance." 

**  I  don't  care  about  it,"  said  Paul. 

*^Suit  yourself,  but  perhaps  you  do  not 
care  for  society  ?  " 

*^  Not  at  the  present  time,"  was  the  reply. 
*^I  am  worried,  I  fear  they  will  trace  me 
because  I  was  with  you  late  last  night." 

*^  They  will  never  think  of  looking  for  you 
with  me,"  said  Bixby.  ^^  As  I  told  you  be- 
fore, it  is  supposed  that  we  are  strangers." 

The  two  rambled  on  in  desultory  talk  for 
about  an  hour,  and  then  the  society  editor 
said  that  he  should  go  to  East  River  Park 
alone,  if  Paul  would  not  go  with  him,  and 
putting  on  his  hat  he  went  out,  and  down 
the  creakinp^  f stairs, 
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Paul  heard  the  door  shut  after  him,  and 
then  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 

The  usual  evening  crowd  was  on  Sixth 
avenue.  The  lights  were  brilliant;  all  was 
animation  and  bustle.  He  was  fond  of 
street  scenes,  the  ever  varying  panorama  of 
all  sorts  and  conditions  of  people  which  con- 
stantly can  be  found  on  Sixth  avenue. 

But  he  soon  tired  of  the  motley  throng. 

He  passed  out,  and  wandered  about  the 
city,  and  did  not  know  w^hat  to  do  with 
himself. 

He  was  inclined  to  go  over  to  Twenty- 
third  street  and  walk  by  the  Powell  man- 
sion, but  hesitated.  He  washed  that  he 
could  meet  Kate  or  even  Mr.  Powell,  but  did 
not  care  to  run  the  risk. 

She  was  true  he  knew,  and  there  was 
satisfaction  in  that,  dear  bonnie  Kate,  with 
the  gypsy  face;  but  when  was  to  come  the 
endl 

Finally  he  found  his  way  into  Washington 
Park  and  sat  there   watching   the  people. 
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One  woman  passed,  wearing  a  veil,  and  he 
almost  thought  it  was  she,  perhaps  search- 
ing for  him,  but  he  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  was  mistaken.  He  remembered  that 
Kate  was  under  close  espionage. 

Days  hung  wearily  on  him,  and  he  made 
up  his  mind  that  he  might  as  well  be  at 
something.  He  had  some  money,  but  it 
could  not  always  last.  He  must  live  in 
some  way  until  he  saw  hov/  the  matter  was 
coming  out,  whether  he  or  Lord  Blake  w^as 
to  win  Kate,  and  so  he  went  into  the  busi- 
ness of  selling  assorted  needles  to  house- 
wives in  the  suburbs  of  the  city.  In  this 
w^ay  he  not  only  kept  himself  in  funds,  but 
gave  his  mind  distraction  from  his  troubles. 

He  traveled  day  by  day  in  this  occupation, 
ringing  door  bells,  talking  business  to  house 
wives  and  pretty  girls  (his  eye  would  light 
at  sight  of  one),  but  all  the  time  thinking  of 
Kate,  and  the  criminal  charge  that  was 
pending  against  him. 

One  day  he  was  up  the  Hudson  river,  or 
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ill  New  Jersey,  or  on  Long  Island,  ring- 
ing the  door  bells  time  and  again,  and 
offering  the  assorted  needles,  sometimes 
selling,  often  meeting  witli  a  rebuff;  but  it 
was  a  commercial  world,  all  seemed  sordid, 
heartless,  hustling  from  morning  to  night, 
for  the  dollar,  and  he  saw  all  his  beautiful 
dreams  of  life  fade  away,  though  there  was 
still  music  to  hear  now  and  then;  lovely 
women  in  the  street  whom  he  looked  at,  at 
any  rate;  beautiful  scenery  at  times  in  the 
environs,  glorious  days  of  mellow  sunshine, 
and  occasional  visits  to  the  theatre. 

Bixby  was  often  busy  night  after  night, 
attending  his  moonlight  excursions,  and 
eastside  picnics,  a  society  editor  and  critic  in 
all  his  glory,  and  left  alone,  Paul  would 
wander  around  the  streets,  the  parks,  or  the 
libraries  like  a  ghost,  or  a  haunted  man, 
reading  books  and  magazines  until  his  mind 
was  surfeited  with  an  immense  mass  of  in- 
formation taken  crudely,  undigested,  and 
doing  him  very  likely  more  harm  than  good. 
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As  to  literature,  it  was  insanity  to  pursue 
it  in  this  country. 

He  was  rather  glad  that  he  had  left  his 
masses  of  manuscript  in  the  garret  at  home 
in  Lycurgus. 

If  his  father  had  used  the  stuff  to  hght 
the  kitchen  fire,  so  much  the  better. 

Still  he  read  and  read,  and  for  some  time 
found  pleasure  in  the  way  in  which  Carlyle 
kept  up  his  incessant  bark  at  the  world,  like 
a  dog  barking  at  the  moon. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

A  CONTUMACIOUS   CHILD 

Lord  Blake  started  on  a  hunting  tour  in 
the  west  with  a  party,  and  the  family  of  Mr. 
Powell  sought  Lycurgus. 

Mrs.  Powell's  rural  pastor,  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Darwin,  a  pale,  venerable,  dignified  gentle- 
man, with  snow-white  locks,  came  to  see 
her,  and  noticed  that  her  proud  face  was 
seamed  with  care. 

"Kate  is  killing  me  with  her  conduct," 
said  Mrs.  Powell,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  deeply  sympathized 
with  her. 

"She  is  a  contumacious  child  and  is  driv- 
ing me  with  sorrow  to  my  grave,"  said  Mrs. 
Powell. 

"  I  hope  it  is  not  so  bad  as  that,"  ob- 
served the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin. 

He  comforted  the  woman,  and  knew  that 
(90) 
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she  had  trials;  her  husband  was  a  peculiar 
man.  Mrs.  Powell  obviously  had  much  to 
contend  with. 

''You  entertained  Lord  Blake,  I  under- 
stand," said  the  clergyman,  presently,  as  he 
sat  observing  her  in  an  easy  chair.  It  was 
difficult  for  her  to  restrain  her  tears. 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  "as  well  as  we 
could — as  well  as  I  could  My  husband  was 
funny,  of  course.  He  asked  Lord  Blake  if 
he  brought  his  coronet  with  him  when  he 
came  into  the  drawing  room  to  be  pre- 
sented." 

"A  joke^  I  suppose,"  said  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Darwin. 

''Yes,  an  American  joke.  I  thought  I 
should  sink." 

"May  I  ask  you  if  there  is  truth  in  the 
report  in  one  of  the  papers  that  his  lordship 
is  engaged  to  your  daughter  ? " 

"  You  may,"  she  answered.  "  There  is  no 
engagement  as  yet,  but  I  wish  you  would 
talk  with  her.     It  is  this  that  I  wished  to  see 
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you  about,  that  is"— and  she  hesitated— "I 
hope  you  will  see  Kate,  and  convince  her 
that  it  is  the  duty  of  a  daughter  to  obey  her 
parent's  wishes." 

"I  perceive,"  said  the  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin, 
discreetly. 

There  was  a  rustle  of  skirts  in  the  hall 
and  Mrs.  Pow^ell  called  after  her  daughter. 

The  young  lady  made  a  dash  from  sight 
on  perceiving  that  the  reverend  doctor  was 
present. 

Ezra  Powell  was  a  silent  spectator  of  all 
this  and  much  more. 

He  was  satisfied  beyond  any  reasonable 
doubt  that  his  wife  had  not  really  seen  Paul 
Cartridge  with  the  burglars. 

At  the  same  time  she  carried  with  her 
every  appearance  of  beHef  in  the  truth  of 
her  assertions. 

One  Sunday  morning  Mr.  Powell  took 
particular  notice  of  his  wife  when  she  went 
to  church.  She  never  would  miss  her 
church  in  th^  midst  of  all  her  worldhness. 
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There  seemed  continual  satisfaction  in 
driving  to  that  church,  in  her  carriage,  with 
its  hveried  coachmen  and  outriders. 

Kate  spent  the  forenoon  of  that  day  in  a 
hammock  reading  a  novel,  once  presented 
to  her  by  Paul.  Mr.  Powell  sat  on  the  back 
piazza  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  and  employed  a 
portion  of  his  time  in  whitthng.  He 
yawned  frequently,  for  the  day  was  rather 
a  tiresome  one  to  him. 

The  English  butler,  who  sustained  the 
dignity  of  the  house  in  the  absence  of  the 
mistress,  kept  out  of  the  master's  way, 
partly  because  he  despised  the  master,  and 
partly  because  he  feared  that  the  master 
might  take  the  notion  to  tell  him  to  clear 
out. 

After  lunch,  Mrs.  Powell  was  settled  in 
neglige  dress  in  her  private  sitting  room, 
when  Mr.  Powell  came  in  and  took  a  seat. 

^^  Martha,"  said  he,  ^^why  are  you  so  de- 
termined to  make  trouble  for  that  young 
man  Cattridge?" 
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^'Ihave  no  desire  to  make  him  trouble, 
but  I  think  that  he  ought  to  be  arrested  and 
punished,"  was  her  answer. 

"Why  are  you  so  determinedly  persist- 
ent!" was  his  inquiry,  '^why  not  make 
some  allowance  for  mistake  ?  " 

''There  is  no  mistake,"  was  her  decided 
retort. 

'' You  are  hard  and  cruel, "  said  he  "you 
have  no  charity  and  make  no  allowance." 

"No  allowance  for  a  burglar,"  was  the 
answer. 

He  looked  at  her  keenly,  she  returned  his 
gaze  unflinchingly. 

"You  say  that  you  saw  him  with  those 
burglars  ? " 

"I  say  that  I  saw  him  with  those  bur- 
glars," she  said,  repeating  his  words  almost 
mockingly. 

"His  mother  is  a  great  sufferer  on  account 
of  his  indiscretion." 

"So  is  his  father." 

"You  would  be  glad  to  get  him  out  of  the 
way." 
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**  T  am  positive  in  the  opinion  that  Kate 
will  never  be  the  wife  of  such  a  person  as 
Paul  Cartridge,"  she  answered. 

*'  And  you  think  she  will  marry  the  lord  ?" 
he  asked. 

^^It  would  prove  a  match  of  which  we 
might  well  be  proud." 

'*He  is  a  stranger  to  us." 

"  I  am  willing  to  take  my  chances  on 
that,  I  have  always  found  him  a  perfect 
gentleman." 

*^  He  will  never  get  a  cent  of  my  money." 

Her  lip  curled  disdainfully. 

^^It  is  always  a  matter  of  money  with 
men  of  your  stamp." 

He  smiled  weakly. 

*^What  does  Mr.  Jones  think?"  was  his 
sardonic  query. 

^^  Ask  him.  .  You  are  about  on  his  level." 

^*  I  don't  like  Brother  Darwin's  prowhng 
around  here  so  much,  and  mixing  up  in  our 
affairs." 

**I    don't   doubt   it,"  was   her   answer, 
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**You  do  not  like  men  of  his  stamp,  and 
never  did." 

^^Whatdollike?" 

*'It  is  hard  to  tell.  The  last  time  you 
went  to  church  you  disgraced  us  all  by  snor- 
ing." 

He  was  obliged  to  laugh. 

Her  face  flamed. 

*'And  the  mention  of  your  disgrace  only 
serves  to  amuse  you." 

He  sighed  wearily  with  his  head  resting 
on  his  hand. 


CHAPTER  XTV 

THE  I^T)IGXATIOX  OF  MRS.  POWELL 

Mrs.  Powell  sat  holding  a  smelling  bottle 
to  her  nose  as  she  spoke. 

She  had  much  the  air  of  the  grand  dame, 
and  this  was  a  vast  improvement  on  the 
time  when  as  a  girl  she  Vv^as  accustomed  to 
lean  over  the  fence  of  her  father's  farm 
house,  wearing  a  sun  bonnet  and  talking  to 
passers  by,  as  she  worked  her  jaws  chewing 
gum. 

Her  husband  had  a  manner  which  made 
her  think  that  he  thought  she  knew  very 
well  that  Paul  was  not  one  of  the  robbers. 

*^Ezra  Powell,"  said  she,  ^^why  do  you 
tantalize  me  ? " 

^'I  don't  know  as  I  am  tantalizing  you," 
was  his  cool  reply. 

^'Anybody  would  imagine  you  surmised 
that  I  did  not  see  young  Cartridge  helping  to 
rob  our  house  ? " 

(97) 
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"I  don't  see  where  you  should  get  such  an 
idea,"  was  his  answer,  ^'you  are  unduly 
sensitive." 

Mrs.  Powell  blushed  with  indignation, 
nation. 

She  arose  and  left  the  room. 

In  the  hall -way  she  met  Kate. 

^^You  are  an  ungrateful  child!"  she 
cried.  '^  There  is  a  combination  of  father 
and  daughter  against  me,  but  I'll  show  the 
world  which  is  in  the  right  in  the  matter." 

She  proceeded  to  her  apartment,  crying, 
banged  and  locked  the  door,  and  Kate  and 
her  father  looked  on  in  amazement. 

^'Kate,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  '^how  long  is  it 
since  you  have  heard  from  Lord  Blake  ?  " 

^^He  is  in  Chicago  now."  was  the  reply. 
^^He  was  going  to  hunt  buffaloes,  but  he 
has  given  that  up.  He  writes  he  can  find 
no  buffaloes,  and  he  has  made  up  his  mind 
to  return  east." 

^*  Does  youi"  mother  hear  from  him  ?" 

^^More  frequently  than  I.    Mother  is  in 
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constant  correspondence  with  Lord  Blake, 
and  I  expect  that  he  will  be  our  guest  in  a 
few  days. " 

Mr.  Powell  was  lost  in  reflection. 

He  was  wondering  how  he  should  get  rid 
of  Lord  Blake.  He  nearly  made  up  his 
mind  to  refuse  to  welcome  him  in  his  house. 

He  realized  that  his  wife  was  determined 
that  Kate  should  marry  the  lord,  and  he 
knew  that  Kate  was  determinedly  set  against 
it. 

If  Kate  loves  Paul  Cattridge  (and  of  that 
he  was  now  pretty  weU  satisfied),  he  did  not 
see  why  she  should  not  have  him. 

It  was  impossible  for  Mr.  Powell  to  shake 
his  wife's  determined  assertions. 

It  worried  him  so  he  could  not  sleep 
nights.  Then  he  began  to  look  at  the  mat- 
ter in  a  philosophical  light. 

He  studied  his  wife  closely.  She  was 
generally  known  as  a  good  woman,  though, 
of  course,  she  was  haughty,  as  became  a 
woman  with  a  heavy  purse,  apd  her  ambition 
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seemed  to  know  no  bounds  in  obtaining  a 
secure  foothold  with  the  New  York  haut 
noblesse,  successful  men  of  the  world,  and 
their  elegant  families.  White  lead  and  oil 
had  given  her  family  almost  unbounded 
wealth,  and  she  could  not  see  why  she 
should  not  compete  with  the  others,  who 
had  founded  their  wealth  on  some  other 
commodity,  forming  aristocratic  circles  as 
grand  as  was  ever  known  among  merchant 
princes  in  Venice  of  old.  But  success  had 
hardly  been  hers  yet,  though  in  the  ranter 
she  was  a  constant  attendant  at  the  Church 
of  the  Golden  Cherubs  in  Fifth  avenue,  com- 
forting herself  with  the  latest  fashions  and 
sustaining  a  dignity  that  was  in  some  meas- 
ure beginning  to  attract  attention,  for  a 
number  of  the  cards  of  the  best  people  had 
been  left  at  her  door. 

Grief  was  now  wearing  lines  in  her  face. 

She  was  continually  visited  by  her  pastor 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin,  no  doubt  an  excellent 
man,  in  whose  conversation  and  counsel  she 
seemed  to  find  pleasure. 
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With  him,  she  continued  to  talk  about 
her  daughter's  ingratitude  in  thwarting  her 
parent's  wishes,  speaking  hke  a  mother 
whose  feehngs  were  outraged  and  insulted. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  the  Rev.  Dr.  Dar- 
win came  to  look  upon  Mrs.  Powell  as  an 
injured  woman  of  finer  feehngs,  suffering  in 
consequence  of  a  daughter  and  husband  who 
could  not  appreciate  her,  and  who  w^ere  of 
different  mould. 

The  indifference  of  the  girl  to  the  advan- 
tages that  were  hers,  was  a  matter  of  amaze- 
ment, not  only  to  Dr.  Darwin  but  to  his 
wife. 

"Blood  will  tell,"  said  the  clergyman's 
wife.  '^  And  once  she  was  one  of  my  most 
devoted  scholars.  Then  she  seemed  to  grow 
beyond  control.  I  remember  the  color  in  her 
face,  and  the  dark  flash  of  her  eyes,  as  I 
used  to  meet  her  comins:  down  from  the 
woods  late  in  the  afternoon.  She  looked 
handsome." 

"  But  she  is  wayward,"  sighed  Dr.  Darwin, 
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^^I  am  afraid  that  she  is  going  to  make 
trouble.  I  understand  this  Lord  Blake  is 
really  a  fine  man.     Oh,  yes,  blood  will  tell." 

"The  strange  streak  comes  from  the 
father,"  was  Mrs.  Darwin's  observation. 
"The  fact  that  he  is  a  non-church  goer  is 
enough  to  condemn  him  in  my  eyes." 

"I  have  seen  him  going  fishing  Sunday 
morning  —  when  the  bells  were  ringing  for 
church,"  observed  Dr.  Darwin  pathetically. 
"  The  fact  of  the  matter  is,  he  is  an  out  and 
out  Pagan."    ^ 


CHAPTER  XV 

A  DEEPLY  WRONGED   WOMAN 

Mrs.  Powell  did  not  make  an  appearance 
again  that  day.  It  was  a  dreary  afternoon 
to  Mr.  Powell  who  walked  about  his  mag- 
nificent house  and  grounds  and  then  got  a 
horse  and  light  wagon^  and  went  for  a  lonely 
drive. 

Kate  had  disappeared.  He  would  have 
asked  her  to  ride  with  him,  but  he  could  not 
find  her. 

He  had  a  suspicion  that  she  had  either 
gone  done  the  road  to  ^^Cattridge's"  house 
or  was  wandering  in  the  woods  on  the  hills, 
back  of  the  mansion.  He  knew  that  it  was 
her  habit  to  go  to  the  woods  nearly  every 
afternoon,  much  against  her  mother's  will, 
and  when  she  came  back,  she  always  looked 
more  cheerful. 

What  she  did  in  the  woods,  he  did  not 
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know,  and  he  did  not  ask.  She  seemed  to 
find  dehght  in  the  forests,  and  often  returned 
with  rare,  wild  flowers,  plants,  etc. 

It  was  a  long  drive  that  Ezra  Powell  took 
over  long  country  roads  of  Kickapoo  county, 
amid  the  old  hills  where  he  was  born  — 
hills  that  w^ere  there  before  he  came,  and 
would  be  there  long  after  he  was  buried  and 
forgotten. 

These  hills  had  frowned  on  him  black  and 
forbidding  in  his  boyhood  days,  when  he  ran 
around  barefoot,  and  was  so  poor  that  a 
dollar,  the  first  one  he  earned,  seemed  of 
priceless  value;  and  the  hills  had  seen  him 
in  their  silent  majesty  become  a  rich  man,  a 
power  in  the  financial  world.  Crowned  with 
a  waste  of  snow  in  vdnter,  barren  looking 
even  in  midsummer,  he  loved  these  hills 
always  and  he  hoped  to  be  cradled  among 
them  when  it  was  time  for  him  to  go. 

He  sometimes  thought  that  he  was  far 
happier  when  plodding  along  in  the  little 
hardware  store  in  Lycurgus.  His  wife  had 
no  svmpathy  for  him  or  his  ways. 
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His  hopes  lay  in  his  daughter,  who  was 
now  wandering  around  or  at  blacksmith 
^'  Cattridge's  "  house  trying  to  give  the  fam- 
ily some  cheer  or  counsel. 

The  reception  to  Lord  Blake  at  his  man- 
sion in  New  York,  had  worried  and  even 
worn  him  out. 

And  now  if  he  understood  aright,  Lord 
Blake  could  not  find  any  buffaloes  to  shoot 
in  the  Vv^est  and  was  coming  back  this  way. 

He  saw  Kate's  face  at  the  window,  as  he 
drove  in  at  the  yard,  and  getting  out,  threw 
the  reins  to  a  man  in  waiting. 

Father  and  daughter  dined  together  in 
the  gathering  twilight  of  the  Sabbath  even- 
ing, and  heard  the  bells  ringing  for  evening 
service  down  in  the  village. 

Neither  said  hardly  a  word  during  the 
meal.  The  butler  v/as  in  the  room,  and  Mr. 
Povv'ell  sent  him  away  on  an  errand.  The 
butler  departed  v/ith  great  dignity. 

The  table  service  was  of  the  richest  and 
most  elegant  description;  the  food  of  the 
rarest  and  best. 
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Mr.  Powell  lounged  in  the  front  drawing 
room  for  a  few  moments,  the  reflection 
crossing  his  mind,  that  though  the  furniture 
was  rich  enough  for  a  palace,  but  few  peo- 
ple of  the  village  came  to  see  the  giandeur. 

He  looked  at  a  paper,  wondering  what 
had  become  of  Kate,  and  not  knowing  that 
she  was  in  her  room,  prone  on  her  bed  and 
gazing  helplessly  at  the  ceiling. 

Then  he  determined  to  go  to  his  wife's 
room,  and  see  what  she  was  doing. 

He  found  her  seated  by  a  window. 

She  had  evidently  been  reading,  until 
gathering  darkness  compelled  her  to  stop. 

He  took  a  seat,  and  she  said  never  a  word 
for  twenty  minutes. 

Then  she  spoke. 

^'Ezra  Powell,"  said  she,  ''how  long  is 
this  state  of  misery  and  suspense  to  last  in 
this  house  ?  I  am  weary  of  it.  Kate,  by  her 
conduct,  will  drive  me  into  a  mad-house. 
She  is  ungrateful  and  cruel,  after  all  that  I 
have  dctne  for  her." 
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*^  Oh,  how  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth 
it  is  to  have  a  thankless  child,"  he  said, 
solemnly. 

*'Now,  none  of  your  sneers,"  said  she, 
^'you  have  already  insulted  me  once  to-day, 
and  I  do  not  want  any  more  of  it,  or  I  will 
leave  you  —  demand  a  separation." 

He  regarded  her  with  dismay,  and  a  heart- 
sick feeling  came  over  him  —  she  leave  him, 
this  woman  whom  he  had  once  taken  to  his 
bosom,  and  loved  in  years  gone  by  as  only  a 
young  man  can  love. 

''You  hadn't  better  leave  me,  Martha," 
said  he,  with  forced  gaiety. 

*'  I  will ! "  said  she,  with  decided  emphasis, 
''unless  there  is  a  change  in  the  house." 

"  What  kind  of  a  change  do  you  wish  ?" 

"Better  treatment  from  both  daughter 
and  father." 

"How?" 

"You  insult  my  EngHsh  butler." 

"I  will  try  and  treat  him  with  greater 
respect  " 
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"The  servants  are  so  emboldened  that 
they  laugh  at  us,  almost  in  our  faces." 

*^  I'll  horse  whip  the  first  one  that  dares 
to  laugh  again." 

"You  talk  like  a  dunce!"  she  said,  her 
lip  curling.  "And  as  for  Kate,  she  is  as 
great  a  heathen  as  yourself  !  She  will  not 
treat  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  with  respect  when 
he  calls.  She  treats  Mrs.  Darwin  indiffer- 
ently. She  is  a  regular  Indian.  She  has  not 
the  manners  of  a  Comanche." 

"She  seems  to  treat  Lord  Blake  well 
enough.  His  lordship  appears  well  pleased 
with  her,"  said  Mr.  Powell. 

"Lord  Blake  loves  Kate,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Powell,   "and  she  will  marry  him." 

Then  the  woman  burst  into  hysterical 
tears.  She  was  thwarted,  baffled.  She  had 
seen  in  a  paper  a  statement  that  Lord  Blake 
and  her  daughter  were  engaged  to  be  mar- 
ried, and  she  had  not  denied  it.  She  was 
now  the  only  member  of  the  family  in  cor- 
respondence with   his  lordship.     She  knew 
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that  he  had  not  yet  given  up  his  suit,  and  it 
was  the  tenor  of  her  letters  to  him  in  the 
west  that  had  caused  his  lordship  to  give  up 
trying  to  find  any  buffaloes  to  kill,  and  turn 
his  face  toward  the  rising  instead  of  the 
setting  sun. 

Her  husband  objected  to  the  coiTespond- 
ence,  but  she  had  paid  no  attention  to  that. 

*'Lord  Blake  says  I  make  him  think  of 
his  mother,  the  Dowager  Marchioness  of 
Killduff,"  she  had  said  to  her  husband  one 
morning  when  they  were  having  a  wrangle 
together  in  the  piivacy  of  their  room  before 
breakfast. 

''  He'll  take  you  for  a  mother-in-law  and 
no  questions  asked,''  said  her  husband. 

"  It  will  be  a  proud  day  for  me  when  he 
does,"  was  her  tantalizing  reply.  ^^He 
writes  beautiful  letters,  but  I  will  not  show 
you   one  of  them.     He  is  Scotch  and  seems 

like  our or  I  mean  my  own  folks.     He 

is  not  a  sport  to  begin  with." 

'^I  am  glad  of  that,"  answered  Ezra 
Powell. 


CHAPTER    XVI 

A  DOG   BITES  LORD  BLAKE. 

It  was  only  a  few  days  afterwards  that 
Lord  Blake  with  his  luggage  and  man,  made 
their  appearance  at  the  Eagle  Hotel  of 
Lycurgus.  He  took  three  rooms  as  became 
a  scion  of  the  British  nobility,  and  he  and 
his  man  attracted  a  good  deal  of  attention — 
it  is  difficult  to  say  as  to  which  received  the 
most,  until  the  natives  had  got  the  bearings 
of  the  distinguished  pair. 

The  man  had  the  slazy  look  of  his  kind. 
Turn  up  nose,  beery  face,  side  whiskers  and 
cast  off  clothes  of  his  master,  mixed  in  some 
way  with  an  undefinable  order  of  the 
kitchen  and  the  stable. 

The  man  was  more  frequently  seen  in  the 
public  room,  and  attracted  more  attention 
than  did  the  lord. 

The  man  was  draining  his  glass  one  day, 

(110) 
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when  he  was  approached  by  a  young  farm 
hand  wearing  overalls  and  a  straw  hat. 

"  Be  you  the  lord  ? "  said  the  farm  hand. 

'^No,"  was  the  reply,  ''I  am  the  lord's 
man.-' 

^'You  got  more  style  than  the  'tother 
one,"  was  the  reply,  ^'that  is  why  I  asked." 

People  of  the  village  sometimes  followed 
both  lord  and  man,  wherever  they  went, 
and  many  were  the  stares  that  they  re- 
ceived. 

This  amused  Lord  Blake,  who  was  well 
disposed  tov/ard  everybody. 

''It  is  only  a  man,"  his  lordship  heard  an 
urchin  say,  after  regarding  him  attentively, 
as  he  sat  on  the  porch  of  the  hotel,  cigar  in 
hand. 

It  was  not  long  before  Lord  Blake  had 
made  friends  with  many  of  the  villagers. 

''  He  aint  at  all  stuck  up,"  was  the  obser- 
vation of  James  McFadden,  after  his  lord- 
ship had  accepted  an  invitation  to  drink 
with  lawyer  Goggins,  a  rather  seedy  and 
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bombastic  individual,  who   spent  much  of 
the  time  in  lounging  about  the  hotel. 

Lord  Blake  became  a  frequent  caller  at 
the  Powell  house,  and  Mr.  Powell  could  not 
but  notice  the  pleasant  understanding  that 
there  seemed  to  be  between  his  wife  and  his 
lordship. 

Mr.  Powell  had  not  seen  her  so  gracious 
and  smiling  in  a  long  time.  She  was  gen- 
iality personified,  and  being  a  good  conver- 
sationalist, and  a  woman  of  considerable 
information,  she  and  his  lordship  found 
much  that  was  acceptable  in  each  other's 
society. 

Usually,  Kate  was  a  mere  listener,  though 
his  lordship  often  directed  his  conversation 
to  her  and  endeavored  to  draw  her  out. 

And  Mrs.  Powell  became  more  and  more 
enigmatical  to  her  husband. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  talked  with  Kate, 
making  several  futile  efforts  to  persuade  her 
to  be  ''reasonable."  He  got  no  satisfaction 
whatever.  He  usually  left  her  sighing  and 
reported  to  Mrs.  Powell. 
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'^She  is  a  barbarian,  a  heathen,"  was 
Mrs.  Powell's  retort.  ^'  She  wanders  around 
and  I  believe  would  become  a  gipsy  if  she 
could.  Where  she  got  the  streak  I  don't 
know,  unless  it  was  from  her  father." 

The  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin  departed  for  his 
home  on  this  occasion.  He  was  of  the 
opinion  that  Kate  was  an  ungrateful  child. 
When  he  was  talking  to  her  she  sometimes 
sat  on  one  foot,  and  was  unconcerned  as  to 
whatever  he  said. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin's  wife,  who  came 
from  Boston,  was  of  the  opinion  that  Kate 
had  no  intellect.  Kate  heard  of  this  and 
told  her  that  people  of  this  section  were  not 
so  proud  of  their  intellect  as  to  put  it  on  ex- 
hibition, and  that  there  were  other  qualities 
fully  as  important,  and  more  so,  and  one  of 
tbese  was  humanity. 

Kate  went  horseback  riding  with  his  lord- 
ship on  several  occasions,  and  his  courtesies 
were  so  marked,  as  to  arouse  the  attention 
of  all  the  village.     It  was  universally  con- 


114  A  RUNAWAY   COUPLE 

ceded  that  they  would  marry.  It  seemed  a 
fitting  finale  to  Mrs.  Powell's  ambitious 
schemes,  and  there  was  many  a  woman  of 
the  little  place  who  made  spiteful  remarks. 

One  evening  there  was  a  neat  little  dinner 
party  at  the  house.  The  guests  were  Lord 
Blake  and  the  Eev.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Darwin. 
His  lordship  was  in  a  particularly  engaging 
mood.  Kate  even,  v/as  bright  and  happy 
for  a  wonder,  and  both  the  Rev.  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Darwin  expressed  the  opinion  after 
their  return  home,  that  the  girl  was  return- 
ing to  her  senses.  It  was  noticed  that  she 
had  several  gay  smiles  for  his  lordship,  and 
Mrs.  Darwin  said  she  thought  that  she  saw 
that  his  lordship  was  squeezing  Kate's  hand, 
as  the  pair  sat  on  a  sofa  between  the  two 
front  drawing  room  windows. 

An  unfortunate  event  happened  to  his 
lordship  that  evening.  His  man  did  not 
come  to  go  back  to  the  hotel  with  him,  as 
was  sometimes  the  case,  and  he  went  alone. 

After  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  and  his  wife 
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had  gone,  and  'Mr.  Powell  had  retired,  Mrs. 
Powell  and  her  daughter,  and  Lord  Blake 
sat  on  the  front  piazza  for  some  time  talking 
in  a  desultory  way,  and  watching  the  moon 
drifting  through  the  tree  tops. 

It  was  a  little  chilly,  and  both  ladies  had 
on  their  wraps. 

Lord  Blake  told  of  his  ancestral  home  in 
Scotland  and  Mrs.  Powell  thought  that  Kate 
was  really  shov/ing  interest. 

The  girl  sat  in  a  shadow,  and  every  once 
in  a  while  his  lordship  would  edge  his  chair 
toward  her,  but  Kate  would  as  persistently 
edge  her  chair  aw^ay. 

It  was  near  eleven  o'clock  when  his  lord- 
ship arose  to  go. 

Mrs.  Powell  begged  him  to  come  again, 
and  Kate  added  her  invitation,  in  a  tone 
that  delighted  Mrs.  Powell. 

He  had  gone,  and  the  two  women  were 
passing  within  when  a  shriek  smote  on  the 
air  down  the  w^alk,  in  the  direction  which 
his  lordship  had  taken.     This  was  followed 
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by  a  yell,  the  barking  of  the  big  watch  dog, 
and  next  cries  for  help. 

Mrs.  Powell  summoned  the  butler,  who 
was  still  up,  he  never  retired  until  after  his 
mistress,  and  told  him  to  go  down  to  the 
gate  and  see  what  was  the  matter. 

The  butler  thought  there  might  be  rob- 
bers, and  went  armed  with  a  revolver. 

He  shot  the  revolver  at  something  for  it 
was  heard  to  go  off,  and  the  two  women 
screamed  in  unison. 

A  moment  later  the  butler  returned  with 
the  smoking  revolver  in  his  hand. 

'^I  shot  him,  mum,"  said  he  briefly. 

'^What?  Who?  The  lord?"  was  the 
simultaneous  query. 

*'The  watch  dog,  mum.  It  was  impossi- 
ble for  me  to  do  otherv/ise.  The  dog  had 
his  teeth  buried  in  his  lordship." 

It  turned  out  tliat  the  event  was  not  so 
bad  as  had  been  feared,  but  it  was  bad 
enough. 

The  dog,  a  powerful  and  ugly  brute,  had 
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become  unchaiDed  from  his  house  in  the 
side  yard,  and  hearing  footsteps,  had  made 
an  attack  on  Lord  Blake.  He  chased  his 
lordship  all  the  way  to  the  gate.  His  lord- 
ship reached  the  gate  and  was  climbing  over 
(he  had  no  time  to  open  it)  when  the  fierce 
brute  plunged  his  teeth  in  the  victim. 

No  damage  was  done  except  to  tear  a  por- 
tion of  Lord  Blake's  clothing,  but  the  whole 
household  was  aroused. 

Lord  Blake  waited  under  cover  of  a  tree 
until  the  butler  could  return  with  some 
ointment  and  a  change  of  clothing.  It  was 
an  unfortunate  affair,  and  mortified  Mrs. 
Powell  very  much. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

THE  ENTIENTE   CORDIALE   CONTINUES 

The  incident  just  related  did  not  destroy 
the  entiente  cordiale  between  Lord  Blake 
and  the  ladies  of  the  Powell  family.  A 
messenger,  the  butler,  was  sent  to  the  hotel 
in  the  morning  to  inquire  after  Lord  Blake's 
condition,  and  the  lord  appeared  at  the 
house  in  the  afternoon  carrying  with  him 
his  usual  serenity  of  countenance. 

Mrs.  Powell  apologized  for  the  dog,  and 
Lord  Blake  said  it  was  a  pity  to  shoot  so 
splendid  a  brute. 

Her  mother  was  an  enigma  to  Kate.  In 
any  conversation  about  the  matter  that 
might  come  up,  Mrs.  Powell  still  stoutly 
maintained  that  she  saw  Paul  Cartridge  in 
conversation  with  the  burglars. 

^'Your  father  tried  to  show  me  I  was 
mistaken,"  said  she,  to  her  daughter  one 
day,  *^  but  he  did  not  succeed." 

(118) 
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There  were  times  when  Kate  was  inclmed 
to  beheve  her  mother  was  right. 

^^  Are'nt  you  mistaken  ? "  Kate  said  to  her 
one  day. 

"Iain  not,^^  was  the  reply,  ^^and  when 
the  time  comes,  I  will  prove  my  assertions." 

Lord  Blake,  of  course,  heard  some  talk 
about  the  robbery,  but  the  name  of  Paul 
Cartridge  was  not  mentioned  in  his  presence. 

Kate  longed  to  get  in  communication  with 
Paul,  but  could  not  accomplish  it.  Some- 
times she  thought  that  his  silence  and 
mystery  augured  guilt  ;  then  she  would 
dismiss  the  idea  from  her  mind.  It  could 
not  be  possible.  She  did  not  go  to  the  Cart- 
ridge's house  in  the  village  as  her  father 
thought,  and  had  no  communication  with 
the  family. 

She  was  often  low-spirited,  and  anguish 
burned  deep  in  her  soul.  She  did  not  know 
what  to  do.  There  was  still  refuge  in  the 
woods,  but  there  she  could  not  get  away 
from    herself  —  her    thoughts.      She    loved 
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Paul  Cartridge;  she  could  never  forget  him. 
It  was  in  these  woods  that  they  had  often 
wandered  together,  the  world  and  all  well 
forgot;  but  she  could  not  understand  some 
things. 

There  were  hours  when  she  thought  that 
she  was  indulging  a  foolish  fancy. 

One  afternoon  she  threw  herself  on  the 
grass  beside  a  rock,  away  upon  the  hill, 
where  she  and  Paul  used  to  sit,  and  cried  as 
though  her  heart  would  break.  She  re- 
mained there,  motionless,  in  a  glaring  heat, 
until  the  sun  began  to  sink  from  sight. 

She  cared  not  if  anybody  saw  her  or  not. 
The  grass  was  wet  with  tears,  and  finally  as 
the  night  descended,  she  arose  and  went 
down  into  the  village. 

*^  I  am  a  heathen,  I  guess,"  she  thought  as 
she  clambered  over  a  fence,  tearing  her 
dress,  and  then  hurried,  almost  ran  over  a 
piece  of  meadowland,  to  gain  the  road,  fear- 
ing that  somebody  would  see  her. 

She  perceived  that  Lord  Blake  was  kind 
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and  gentlemanly,  with  no  airs  —  not  one 
half  as  many  as  some  others  she  knew. 

She  was  finding  herself  rather  liking  him. 

Mr.  Powell  talked  a  good  deal,  quietly 
with  Paul's  father,  in  the  blacksmith  shop, 
when  nobody  was  around,  expressing  his 
belief  in  Paul's  innocence. 

One  day  Kate  rode  by  the  Cartridge  cot- 
tage on  horseback,  and  with  her  was  Lord 
Blake. 

She  had  carelessly  removed  her  gloves, 
showing  her  brown  hands,  which  exercised 
irresistible  fascination  over  Lord  Blake. 

They  were  small,  sinewy  hands,  always 
devoid  of  rings,  quick,  wiry,  graceful,  and 
he  was  never  tired  of  watching  her  move- 
ments. 

The  hands  seem  to  typify  the  unconven- 
tional character  of  the  girl  to  him,  her 
breezy  ways  and  indifference  to  much  that  is 
considered  essential. 

He  noticed  and  admired  the  figure  which 
sat  the  horse  so  well,  the  face  so  changeable 
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in  expression,  the  eyes  now  dark  and  then 
lighted,  with  her  varying  moods  of  passion 
and  feeUng;  and  sometimes  he  thought  of 
her,  some  way,  as  an  Indian  maiden,  and  it 
was  these  characteristics,  displayed  often  in 
independence  of  manner  and  action,  that 
first  drew  her  to  him,  though  it  was  this 
very  independence  that  so  often  aroused  the 
ire  of  her  mother. 

Lord  Blake  had  written  home  to  his 
mother,  the  Dowager  Marchioness  of  Kil- 
duff,  that  he  was  going  to  marry  an  ab- 
origine of  America,  and  his  mother  had 
answered  asking  if  she  w^as  another  Poca- 
hontas. 

He  saw  that  Kate's  attitude  to  him  was 
more  cordial,  for  she  smiled  on  him  several 
times  as  they  passed  the  Cartiidge's  home, 
—  and  it  was  events  like  this  and  similar 
circumstances,  that  were  duly  reported  to 
Paul  in  the  letters  that  his  mother  wrote 
him  and  surreptitiously  mailed. 

Paul  could  not  believe  that  Kate  was  grad- 
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ually  becoming  untrue  to  him  even  with  the 
dazzhng  prospects  offered  her  to  wear  a 
coronet  of  the  nobihty  of  England. 

At  times  Paul  was  incHned  to  run  up  to 
Lycurgus  and  see  her  in  spite  of  everything. 

He  felt  that  he  might  win  her  back,  could 
he  only  meet  her.  It  was  not  possible  that 
she  could  be  untrue.  It  could  not  be  that 
she  was  at  last  willing  to  listen  to  her 
mother,  and  beheve  all  that  was  said  against 
him. 

Again  in  the  woods  with  her,  seated  once 
more  upon  the  rocks,  amid  the  hills  where 
they  had  so  often  wandered  hand  in  hand, 
careless  of  everything  but  the  love  that  each 
bore  the  other,  he  felt  that  she  would  be 
willing  to  forget  all,  and  nestle  her  head  on 
his  shoulder  as  in  the  old  days. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

PAUL  GOES  INTO  SOCIETY 

There  were  nights  in  New  York  when 
Paul  awoke  with  a  cry  dreaming  that  he 
was  under  arrest.  His  moodiness  increased 
and  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  tried  to  cheer  him 
up. 

''Have  you  seen  anybody  whom  you 
would  imagine  Avas  after  me  ? "  said  Paul  to 
Bixby  one  morning  as  they  journeyed  down 
town  together. 

''No,"  was  the  reply,  " but  I  understand 
there  is  really  a  warrant  out  for  you," 

"  How  do  you  know  ? "  was  the  query. 

"Ah,  you  ask  too  much,"  was  Bixby's 
laughing  reply.  "  You  are  perfectly  safe 
with  me.     Do  not  worry." 

"I  must  worry,"  was  the  reply. 

"  You  want  to  go  more  into  society,"  said 
Bixby. 

(124) 
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*' There  is  no  relaxation  in  social  circles 
for  me,"  said  Paul. 

The  next  evening  Bixby  came  bounding 
into  the  room. 

'^  Come  with  me  to  the  picnic  of  the  James 
F.  Mullaley  Association  at  Sulzer's  East 
River  Park,"  said  he,  ''and  that  will  cheer 
you  up,  and  put  some  Hfe  into  you.  The 
trouble  is,  you  mope  too  much.  Better 
forget  that  girl.  She  will  eventually  marry 
Lord  Blake.  I'll  show  you  a  dozen  girls 
just  as  good  and  as  handsome  as  Kate 
PoweU." 

Paul  would  not  hsten  to  him.  Bixby 
poHshed  his  boots,  singing: 

"  This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show, 
For  man's  delusion  given, 
We're  here  today,  then  off  we  go, 
By  furious  fate,  fast  driven." 

And  then  having  otherwise  improved  his 
personal  appearance,  Bixby  went  down  the 
stairs  and  away. 

Paul  sat  looking  out  of  the  window^  for  a 
half  hour  or  so,  and  then  wandered  into  the 
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streets  in  his  usual  aimless  fashion,  not 
knowing  where  to  go.  He  walked  along 
Sixth  avenue  for  some  time,  watching  the 
variegated  throngs. 

It  was  a  bright,  pleasant  evening,  and  the 
sidewalk  was  crowded  with  many  fair 
women. 

There  was  a  Spanish  girl  in  a  confection- 
er's store  whom  he  had  noticed  and  admired 
a  number  of  times.  There  was  something 
foreign  in  her  air  and  manner;  the  lovely 
face  and  plump  figure;  the  black  shawl 
sometimes  thrown  over  her  head,  as  she 
stood  in  the  store  door,  or  tripped  along  on 
an  errand.  Her  hair  was  raven  black,  and 
her  skin  beautifully  white.  He  sometimes 
wondered  if  he  could  not  find  surcease  of 
sorrow  in  another;  but  he  was  not  bold 
enough  to  make  the  girl's  acquaintance, 
though  he  had  caught  a  smile  from  her  sev- 
eral times. 

He  sat  in  Washington  Park,  watching  the 
shadowy  figures  there;  the  grey  turrets  of 
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the  University  looming  in  the  darkness;  the 
tinkle  of  the  car  bells;  and  the  dim  vistas  of 
respectability  and  aristocracy  on  the  north 
where  Fifth  avenue  began;  while  southward 
was  a  quarter  which  had  an  irresistible  fas- 
cination for  his  curious  nature  on  account  of 
its  aroma  of  Bohemianism,  or  something 
that  seemed  to  characterize  all  the  denizens 
there.  It  was  a  region  of  French  pensions, 
with  lace  curtains  at  the  windows,  and 
strange  French  faces  of  Paris;  wiry  women, 
not  so  very  handsome,  but  graceful,  and 
chattering  like  magpies  with  one  another. 

He  strolled  through  Amity  and  Bleecker 
streets,  bought  a  cigar,  and  then  made  up 
his  mind  to  seek  distraction  by  visiting  the 
Mullaley  picnic,  as  he  had  been  invited  there 
by  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby,  the  society  editor. 

He  had  a  ticket  and  began  to  think  that 
perhaps  he  might  forget  himself  by  mingling 
a  Uttle  in  society. 

The  incentive  may  have  been  a  number  of 
pretty  girls  working  in  a  cigarette  factory, 
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whom  he  could  see  every  day  from  one  of 
the  windows  of  the  hall  where  he  roomed. 
Not  that  he  cared  to  make  their  acquain- 
tance, but  female  beauty  was  always  attrac- 
tive to  him.  This  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby 
knew,  and  the  young  society  editor  was  of 
the  opinion  that  it  would  not  take  much  for 
Paul  to  forget  his  romantic  attachment  to 
Kate  Powell. 

The  Mullaley  picnic  grounds  were  crowded 
with  swaying  humanity.  Dust  arose  from 
a  wooden  platform  which  seemed  almost  to 
sway  with  the  tread  of  the  dancers.  Cal- 
cium lights  blazed  here  and  there  on  the 
giddy  throng.  At  one  end  was  a  German 
band,  all  of  the  men  fat,  and  perspiring 
music;  and  at  the  other  was  a  bar  where  the 
chnking  glasses  continually  resounded,  and 
where  a  crowd  of  men  was  continually  surg- 
ing. 

Flags,  streamers,  and  bunting  of  all  sorts, 
lent  a  gay  and  bright  appearance  to  the 
scene. 
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The  dancers  were  a  curious  study.  Some 
of  the  girls  had  their  hair  plastered  down  on 
their  foreheads,  in  curls,  and  they  wore 
pained  expressions  of  countenance,  as  they 
rested  their  heads  on  their  partner's  shoul- 
ders. Dancing  was  evidently  a  serious  duty 
to  them. 

Some  of  the  male  dancers  held  cigars  in 
their  mouths,  and  several  of  them  had  dif- 
ficulty in  puffing  at  the  weed,  and  at  the 
same  time  keep  proper  hold  of  the  feminin- 
ity that  cluDg  to  them  like  wrecked  mari- 
ners in  a  storm  at  sea. 

Suddenly  Paul  caught  a  sight  of  Mr. 
Bixby  at  work  taking  down  the  names  to 
print  in  the  paper. 

Bixby  would  go  out  on  the  floor,  and  had 
no  hesitation  about  stopping  a  couple  and 
getting  his  information. 

Note  book  and  pencil  in  hand,  he  would 
make  the  demand. 

'^Now,  Jim,  don't,"  one  pretty,  blue-eyed 
girl  said.  ^' I  won't  have  my  name  in  the 
paper. " 
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^'Blue  silk  and  diamonds,"  said  her  escort 
with  a  broad  grin,  '^dashing  blonde,  hair  a 
la  schottische,  pompadour  waist,  and  ma- 
genta fixings." 

*'  I've  got  that,"  said  Bixby. 

'*  And  her  name  is  Mamie  O'Brien.  Aint 
she  a  corker  ? " 

*'Not  the  shghtest  doubt  of  it,"  said 
Bixby. 

**  And  put  me  down  as  Jimmy  Cusick,  the 
old  rounder,"  added  her  escort. 

Bixby  wrote  this  or  pretended  to,  and  at 
that  moment  he  caught  sight  of  Paul  sitting 
gloomily  in  the  full  blaze  of  a  calcium  light. 

^^  Gents,  choose  your  partners  for  another 
dance  ! "  cried  the  leader,  and  Bixby  hurried 
over  to  Paul. 


CHAPTER   XIX 

A  STATESMAN  OF   THE   PERIOD 

The  society  editor  soon  aroused  his  friend 
from  his  lethargy,  and  marched  him  up  to 
the  bar,  where  Alderman  Mullaley  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  coterie  of  his  friends. 

Paul  recognized  him  at  once  from  his  pic- 
ture that  was  displayed  against  the  wall, 
near  by,  and  surrounded  by  the  American 
colors.  The  alderman  was  a  large,  portly 
man,  and  was  dressed  in  black,  high  silk 
hat,  and  wore  a  snowy  expanse  of  shirt 
front  on  which  blazed  three  diamonds  of 
the  purest  water. 

''D'ye  know  Tommy  DriscoU  ? "  said  the 
alderman,  shaking  hands,  as  Bixby  intro- 
duced Paul  as  his  brother. 

''I  have  not  that  honor,"  was  Paul's 
rejoinder. 

^'He  is  a  fine  lad,"  said  the  alderman. 
*'  He  was  sint  up  last  week," 
(1^1) 
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"  For  what  ?"  asked  Bixby. 

'^  For  minding  his  own  business,  of  course. 
It  was  over  in  Long  Island  City.  He  got  in 
a  fight  and  the  judge  did  not  know  who  he 
was,  bad  cess  to  him.  What  is  it  you  are 
after  having  ? " 

^'  Whiskey,"  said  Paul,  bravely. 

As  he  gulped  it  down  in  unison  with  a 
dozen  other  men,  there  w^as  a  sudden  rush, 
and  a  cloud  of  dust  arose  from  the  floor,  as 
the  crowd  gathered  to  see  a  fight.  A  man 
was  feUed  at  one  blow,  and  blood  flowed 
from  his  nostrils;  then  a  moment  later  the 
man  was  borne  away  on  a  shutter,  dead  or 
alive,  and  dancing  was  resumed  as  though 
nothing  had  happened.  Far  away,  near  the 
band  stand,  was  the  only  officer  on  duty  at 
the  picnic,  walking  alone,  oblivious  of  the 
way  people  were  enjoying  themselves  ap- 
parently, and  wearing  the  meditative,  intro- 
spective air  which  usually  distinguishes  an 
officer  when  on  his  lonely  beat  at  night. 

There  were  several  more  rounds  of  drinks, 
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and  the  alderman  gave  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby 
the  names  of  a  number  of  ladies  present, 
Bixby  writing  everything  down  in  his  note 
book. 

^^  Fix  it  up  in  good  shape,"  said  the  alder- 
man, with  a  laugh,  *^or  I'll  have  Judge 
Googan  sind  you  up." 

Judge  Googan,  who  was  standing  by, 
smiled  approvingly.  The  judge  was  attired 
in  the  height  of  style.  His  broadcloth  was 
of  the  finest,  his  silk  hat  of  the  glossiest, 
and  a  diamond  pin  blazed  in  his  shirt  front. 

He  had  a  wearied,  worn  look,  sunken 
greenish  eyes,  and  projecting  cheek  bones. 

^'Who  is  the  belle  of  the  ball??'  said 
Judge  Googaii,  with  a  yawn. 

^^Miss  Celestine  Mullaley,"  was  the  reply 
of  Bixby. 

'^  Don't  forget  Miss  Mamie  Lonergan,'* 
said  Judge  Googan.  '^She  is  here  with 
McFadden." 

'*'  What  has  she  got  on  ? "  asked  the 
society  editor,  scribbling  rapidly. 
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'^Some  kind  of  white  stuff,"  replied 
Googan. 

^*Make  it  silk,"  remarked  the  alderman. 
*^She  is  a  nice  girl.  And  don't  forget  to 
give  her  some  diamonds." 

Officer  Mulligan  then  approached  the  bar, 
as  the  coast  was  clear,  no  fighting  going  on, 
and  no  danger  of  his  getting  mixed  up  in 
trouble. 

"  Here  is  the  belle  of  the  ball !  "  cried  the 
alderman,  at  sight  of  Officer  Mulligan. 
**  Put  him  in  as  the  belle  of  the  ball." 

There  was  a  chorus  of  laughter,  and 
another  round  of  drinks. 

'^What  papers  do  you  riprisint?'  said 
the  alderman,  to  Paul. 

^*I  represent  no  paper,"  answered  Paul. 

*^I  thought  yez  was  a  reporter,"  said  the 
alderman. 

"He  came  here  to  have  a  dance  with 
your  daughter,"  remarked  Bixby. 

"What,  Ceeley  ?"  asked  the  alderman, 
"Cert',"  said  Bixby. 
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**Then  come  on,"  replied  the  alderman, 
taking  Paul  by  the  arm. 

He  ordered  Officer  Mulligan  to  clear  the 
way  before  them,  and  marched  Paul  to  a 
spot  where  sat  Mrs.  Alderman  Mullaley,  in  a 
wine  colored  silk,  trimmed  with  black  lace, 
and  surrounded  by  a  number  of  the  leading 
ladies  of  the  ward. 

*^  Ladies  !"  exclaimed  the  alderman,  lift- 
ing his  hat,  and  making  a  courtly  bow. 
''Let  me  presint  you  to  Mr.  Bixby,  the 
brother  of  the  reporter  of  the  Sunday 
Cricket.  I've  brought  the  gintleman  to 
have  a  dance  with  Ceeley — she  is  going  in 
as  the  belle  of  the  ball,  and  I  want  her  to  do 
the  honors  of  the  James  F.  Mullaley  Asso- 
ciation to  one  of  the  distinguished  guests  of 
the  evening." 

Celestine  had  partially  hid  herself  behind  a 
large  crimson  feather  fan,  but  now  showed 
a  sweet  face,  brilliant  grey  eyes,  and  golden- 
hued  hair,  as  she  arose,  and  advanced  to 
Paul,  who  made  a  polite  bow  to  her. 
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She  gave  a  slight  nod,  and  a  moment 
later  he  had  his  arm  around  this  bright 
looking  girl,  and  was  whirling  with  her  in 
the  mazy  waltz. 

She  was  a  light  and  easy  dancer,  and 
Paul  began  to  feel  a  meed  of  happiness  with 
her;  the  first  that  he  had  felt  in  a  long  time. 

They  bumped  against  several  other 
couples,  but  met  with  no  particular  disaster, 
and  when  the  dance  was  over,  they  indulged 
in  a  quiet  promenade. 

**  Your  father  seems  to  have  a  good  many 
friends,"  observed  Paul. 

**  He  never  failed  to  carry  his  district  yet," 
said  she,  proudly. 

'^Do  you  think  he  will  get  another  nom- 
ination 1 "  Paul  inquired. 

''It  is  for  him  to  say  whether  he  would 
take  it !  He  can  have  anything  he  wants  in 
the  district  or  at  the  city  hall." 

ISlie  was  slight  in  appearance,  but  there 
was  abounding  life  in  her  personality,  an 
enjoyment  of  existence  to  which  he  was  a 
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stranger ;  a  mingling  of  refinement,  and 
what  may  be  termed  occasional  coarseness 
of  tongue. 

Her  hands  were  rather  large,  and  the 
round  wrists  lookt  d  strong  and  sinewy. 

^^  They  all  miss  someone  here,"  said  she. 
*^The  picnic  is  not  what  it  would  be  with 
Tommy  Driscoll  at  the  head  of  affairs." 

''I  understand,"  said  Paul,  ''that  Mr. 
Driscoll  is  unavoidably  detained." 

''  Yes,"  she  answered,  '*  he  got  into  trouble 
in  Long  Island  City.  He  is  the  chairman  of 
the  committee  of  arrangements,  but  he  could 
not  get  around." 

And  she  showed  the  name  of  Mr.  Driscoll 
in  a  prominent  place  among  the  officers  of 
the  organization  on  the  dancing  card. 

''  Is  he  a  politician  ? "  asked  Paul. 

''  A  leader  ! "  she  answered,  ''  but  I  do  not 
like  him." 

''  Why  ? "  was  the  inquiry. 

*'  He  is  too  much  stuck  on  his  shape.  He 
thinks  too  much  of  himself." 
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This  was  definitive  enough,  and  Paul  was 
ready  to  laugh.  He  became  quite  well  ac- 
quainted with  Celestiue,  and  he  went  away 
with  some  regret,  when  a  fashionably  dressed 
young  man  claimed  her  for  another  dance. 

She  gave  Paul  a  merry  good-bye,  and  as 
they  parted  for  the  evening  he  made  an  en- 
gagement to  call  on  her  at  her  residence. 

She  was  indeed  a  charming  creature.  Her 
brightness,  intelligence,  her  ready  wit  and 
repartee  came  on  him  like  a  drink  of  rare 
wine,  probably  because  he  was  so  lonely  and 
so  low-spirited. 

A  more  charming  personality  he  had  never 
seen  before;  but  she  was  far  from  an  angel; 
there  was  too  much  abounding  health  and 
life. 

He  watched  her  in  the  arms  of  another 
man,  and  several  times  when  she  passed  him 
she  gave  him  a  winning  smile ;  yet  there 
was  sadness,  he  thought,  in  the  large  gray 
eyes,  that  were  veiled  under  long  black 
lashes. 
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He  paid  no  further  attention  to  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby,  who  was  busy  as  usual, 
getting  names,  rushing  at  the  dancers, 
scribbling  in  his  note  book,  and  diversifying 
his  labors  occasionally  by  going  to  the  bar 
with  some  one  and  imbibing. 

He  observed  the  shuffling,  boisterous  crowd 
for  a  few  moments,  the  glaring  lights,  the 
noise,  dust,  and  confusion,  and  this  dainty 
figure  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  and  then  deter- 
mined to  go  away  alone,  as  he  had  come. 

It  was  getting  late  anyway,  as  he  wandered 
down  the  narrow  lane  to  the  street,  by  the 
w^hitewashed  fence,  where  blazed  the  re- 
flectors. The  night  air  was  a  little  chilly 
and  the  dance  music  sounded  fainter  and 
fainter,  as  he  gained  the  car  awaiting  a  crowd 
to  carry  them  on  the  long  ride  down  town. 

There  was  a  big  rush  of  picnickers  to  get 
on  board,  all  laughing,  screaming  and  talk- 
ing; and  Paul  rushed  with  the  rest,  a  mass 
of  femininity  and  their  attendants,  each  de- 
termined to  secure  a  seat. 
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He  found  a  place  near  the  door  as  they 
all  surged  in,  and  then  the  car  started 
rapidly. 

Some  of  the  party  began  to  sing,  and 
others  joined  in.  He  did  not  find  much  op- 
portunity for  meditation. 

Young  girls  sat  on  the  laps  of  their  escorts, 
and  arms  were  entwined  around  waists  to 
hold  them  in  position.  Opposite  him  was  a 
warm  faced  blonde,  with  happy,  laughing 
eyes,  who  contentedly  rested  her  head  on  a 
manly  shoulder.  There  was  a  lurch  of  the 
car,  and  a  tall  and  shapely  brunette  fell  over 
on  him,  and  he  gallantly  helped  her  back  on 
her  feet. 

Then  he  gave  her  his  seat  and  stood  up. 
He  could  not  grasp  the  straps,  and  as  there 
was  so  much  danger  of  all  falling  that  were 
standing  he  made  himself  serviceable  by 
placing  his  arms  around  the  waists  of  two 
laughing  girls  who  were  in  continual  danger 
of  going  over;  and  though  the  girls  said 
nothing  to  him  in  the  way  of  thanks  for  his 
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politeness  in  being  of  assistance,  he  felt  that 
his  attentions  were  duly  appreciated  in  some 
of  the  terriffic  lurches  that  befel  them  as 
they  all  rode  homeward. 


CHAPTER  XX 

THE   HEIRESS   OF   THE   MULLALEYS 

A  ceaseless  rain  was  falling  the  next 
morning,  and  everything  looked  dark  and 
dreary. 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby,  the  society  editor, 
did  not  arise  until  very  late,  and  Paul  was 
not  aware  of  his  presence  until  he  got  a 
kick  on  the  shins  at  about  eight  o'clock, 
with  the  admonition  that  it  was  time  to 
get  up. 

Bixby  was  full  of  talk  of  the  festivities 
of  the  night  before,  and  told  Paul  that  he 
had  made  a  very  favorable  impression  on 
the  Mullaley  family. 

'*Mrs.  Mullaley,"  said  he,  ''declares  that 
you  are  a  nice,  quiet  gentleman.  The 
alderman  wanted  to  know  what  you  did  for 
a  living,  and  I  told  him  you  were  a  taxider- 
mist, and  the  pretty  Celestine  is  smitten." 

(142) 
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**  Stuff  and  nonsense,"  remarked  Paul,  as 
he  was  dressing. 

"Nothing of  the  kind," w-as  Bixby's  reply, 
as  he  took  a  stitch  in  his  coat  where  he  had 
torn  it.  "You  can  win  Celestine  Mullaley. 
She  is  a  daughter  of  one  of  the  reigning 
families  of  New  York,  and  her  father  is 
making  $50,000  a  year  out  of  the  city." 

"  What  do  I  care,"  said  Paul. 

"You  are  throwing  a  fortune  away." 

"  Then  Pll  throw  it." 

"  Miss  Powell  will  marry  Lord  Blake." 

"  Then  he  can  have  her,"  snapped  Paul. 

"It  would  break  your  heart,"  remarked 
Bixby,  ''but  you  have  not  got  the  ghost  of 
a  show." 

"How  do  you  know  ? " 

"This!" 

And  Bixby  pulled  a  recent  copy  of  the 
Morning  Blizzard  from  his  pocket,  and 
showed  him  the  society  column  of  that 
journal,  where  was  detailed  the  engage- 
ment of    Miss    Kate  Powell,   daughter    of 
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Ezra  F.  Powell,  to  Lord  Blake,  the  brother 
of  the  Marquis  of  Kilduff. 

^^Oh,  I  have  seen  that  before,"  was  Paul's 
reply,  with  forced  calmness. 

But  Paul  could  not  hide  his  feelings  as 
well  as  he  wished. 

Bixby  and  he  breakfasted  at  the  neat 
restaurant  near  the  Mercantile  Library, 
where  the  coffee  and  rolls  were  considered 
extra  good,  and  Paul  said  little  or  nothing 
more  during  the  meal. 

Bixby  watched  him  closely,  but  w^ould 
not  prod  him  any  more.  He  was  sincere  in 
his  idea  that  a  match  would  be  a  good  thing 
between  Paul  and  Miss  Mullaley,  and  he 
was  determined  to  make  him  look  upon  his 
suit  with  Miss  Powell  as  hopeless.  If  Paul 
could  win  Miss  Mullaley  his  fortune  would 
be  made,  for  the  alderman  could  secure  him 
a  splendid  sinecure  and  launch  him  on  the 
sea  of  New  York  politics,  and  soon  he  would 
be  able  to  make  more  money  than  he  could 
carry. 
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Paul  was  in  no  mood  for  listening  to  him 
any  way.  He  left  Bixby  with  some  un- 
certain remarks  about  what  he  should  do 
during  the  day,  and  then  knowing  that  it 
v>^as  too  stormy  to  sell  his  assorted  needles, 
he  went  to  the  Astor  Library,  called  for  a 
book,  he  hardly  knew  or  cared  what  it  was, 
and  sat  among  a  number  of  solitary  looking 
individuals  making  a  pretence  of  reading, 
while  listening  to  the  ceaseless  patter  of 
the  rain  drops  on  a  window  near  him. 

It  was  a  cold  rain,  a  reminder  of  coming 
fall,  and  it  seemed  to  carry  desolation  to  his 
hopes.  What  was  to  become  of  him,  he 
could  not  tell.  It  was  evident  that  Kate 
was  going  to  marry  the  lord.  Sometimes 
he  thought  that  the  lord  was  a  bogus  one, 
but  he  had  looked  into  Burke's  peerage,  and 
saw  that  there  was  really  such  a  lord. 

He  felt  that  he  was  watched,  and  would 
yet  be  arrested  on  that  absured  charge  of 
burglary,  and  he  did  not  believe  Bixby's 
statement  that  he  was  safe. 
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However,  if  Kate  married  Lord  Blake 
Mrs.  Powell  might  be  induced  to  think  she 
was  mistaken  and  he  coukl  emerge  from 
his  seclusion.  Bixby  had  told  him  that 
Mrs.  Powell  might  think  she  had  made  a 
mistake  if  she  had  her  own  way  about  the 
marriage. 

There  was  something  about  Celestine 
Mullaley  that  he  liked.  She  was  dainty  in 
appearance,  and  had  a  sweet,  classical  face, 
wreathed  in  an  aureole  of  golden  hair,  that 
might  have  been  bleached  for  all  that  he 
knew. 

The  Cricket  on  Sunday  gave  a  splendid 
account  of  the  picnic  of  the  James  F.  Mul- 
laley Association.  Celestine  was  referred 
to  as  the  belle  of  the  ball,  and  there  were 
not  adjectives  enough  to  describe  here  in  her 
radiance. 

And  ^^  escorting  her  to  supper  was  Mr. 
George  B.  Bixby." 

^^That  is  a  lie  ! "  said  Paul  when  he  read 
it,   "  I  did  not  escort  her  to  supper." 
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''You  would  have  done  so,  had  you  not 
been  a  chump  and  fled,"  was  the  reply. 

"Besides,"  continued  Paul,  ''I  don't  want 
to  be  advertised  too  much.  There  is  no 
such  person  as  Mr.  George  B.  Bixby,  and  if 
people  inquire  around,  Paul  Cartridge  will 
be  discovered. " 

"No  matter  at  all,"  said  Bixby,  "if  you 
are  in  with  the  Mullaleys.  You  know 
Alderman  Mullaley  owns  this  town,  or 
comes  pretty  near  it,  and  none  of  his  people 
need  fear  the  jug."   . 

"Tommy  DriscoU  got  in  the  jug,  as  you 
call  it,"  remarked  Paul. 

"Over  in  Long  Island  City,"  was  the 
laughing  rejoinder — "Never  in  New  York. 
Did  you  observe  the  nice  notice  that  I  give 
Mr.  DriscoU  in  the  report  ? " 

"You  say  that  his  absence  was  greatly 
regretted,  and  that  he  is  traveling  in  the 
west  on  business.     That  is  another  lie  !  " 

Paul  was  in  a  critical  mood.  He  had 
examined  the  journal  carefully,  and  noted 
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the  large  number  of  balls  and  parties,  and 
the  extraordinary  way  in  which  the  ladies, 
nearly  all  of  them,  were  attired  in  the 
height  of  fashion,  while  jewelry  was 
sprinkled  over  them  with  a  lavish  hand. 

''I  don't  see  where  it  is,"  said  he,  ^^that 
ail  the  people  that  you  describe  get  so  much 
jewelry.  They  seem  to  run  especially  to 
diamonds." 

' '  Many  of  them  do  not  have  the  diamonds, 
explained  Bixby,  ^'but  I  give  the  jewels  to 
them." 

''Where  do  you  get  the  jewels  ? " 

"Out  of  my  head.  They  cost  me  noth- 
ing; the  people  are  pleased,  and  the  paper 
sells.  I  recently  gave  so  elaborate  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  Hugh  Dempsey  ball  that  Alder- 
man Dempsey  ordered  one  hundred  copies 
to  be  sent  to  the  old  country.  They  appre- 
ciated his  position  over  there  when  I  de- 
scribed  him  as  a  member  of  the  American 

Parliament." 

"You    will     notice,"    continued     Bixby, 
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^Hhat  the  people  at  these  affairs,  that  is 
those  of  a  pohtical  nature,  are  mostly  Irish. 
They  are  the  coming  dominant  race  of 
America.  They  are  bright,  picturesque  and 
peculiar.  They  take  to  politics  and  govern- 
ment as  a  duck  takes  to  water,  w^iile  their 
neighbors,  sordid  Teutons  of  the  different 
classifications  of  that  great  race,  are  busy  at 
mere  money  making  and  in  admiration  of 
their  own  presumed  greatness." 

This  conversation  took  place  as  they  were 
strolHng  on  Broadway,  on  the  Sunday  the 
Cricket  came  out.  They  had  just  break- 
fasted, and  were  endeavoring  to  kill  time. 
There  were  few  people  in  the  street,  and  the 
great  and  famous  thoroughfare  presented 
the  rolhng  surface  that  is  only  observable  on 
the  Sabbath,  when  it  is  well  cleared  of  hust- 
ling throngs  and  dashing  teams. 

Paul  was  glancing  at  the  photographs  of 
a  number  of  gaily-dressed  actresses  in  a 
window,  when  Bixby  interrupted  him  in  his 
meditations. 
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^'I  believe  Miss  Mullaley  is  really  fond  of 
you,"  observed  the  society  editor. 

^'  Why  ?"  was  the  faint  query. 

^^Her  father  was  asking  me  about  you, 
aud  said  that  he  did  not  see  you  around  to 
the  saloon  any." 

''  Does  she  live  over  the  saloon  ? "  inquired 
Paul. 

'^She  lives  with  the  family  over  the  sa- 
loon," was  the  answer.  ^^  The  alderman  is 
continually  asking  me  about  you,  and  bring- 
ing in  the  name  of  his  daughter  Ceeley." 

Paul  became  silent.  He  was  thinking  of 
Kate. 

'^And  I'll  tell  you  more,"  went  on  Bixby. 
'^I  saw  Miss  Mullaley  yesterday  on  Grand 
street.  She  was  as  fresh  as  a  rose,  and 
bright  as  a  sunbeam,  and  was  attired  in  the 
latest  fashion.  She  also  asked  me  about 
you,  and  wished  to  know  why  you  did  not 
call.     I  took  that  as  a  pretty  broad  hint." 

''It  w^as  not  broad  enough  for  me," 
a^nswered  Paul  in  a  gruff  tone." 


CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  KEEGANS'   PIANO 

And  yet  Paul  began  to  think  about  Celes- 
tine,  and  with  these  thoughts  were  mingled 
reflections  of  Kate.  The  next  evening  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby  wished  Paul  to  go  with  him 
to  a  picnic  of  the  Cigarette  Makers'  Union- 

"ril  show  you  some  pretty  creatures 
there,"  said  he;  '^dark-eyed  Hungarian 
girls,  happy  and  healthy,  no  snobbishness, 
but  affectionate  and  enjoying  life.  They 
are  neither  American  or  English,  and  they 
aren't  self-conscious.  They  would  as  soon 
drink  a  glass  of  beer  with  you  as  anybody 
else." 

They  were  sitting  in  their  room  as  this 
conversation  took  place.  The  air  was  soft 
and  balmy;  a  slight  mist  coming  up  from 
the  sea  seemed  to  envelop  everything  in  the 
street    below,    through    which    the    lights 

(151) 
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gleamed  dreamily  and  the  car  bells  going  by 
tinkled  musically. 

Bixby  made  the  observation  between  the 
whiffs  of  his  pipe  that  it  was  not  necessary 
for  a  Xew  Yorker  to  travel.  He  could  see 
all  the  world  at  his  own  door. 

And  soon  rising  he  knocked  the  ashes 
from  his  pipe  and  prepared  to  go. 

^' Don't  you  ever  get  tired?"  said  Paul, 
who  lay  stretched  out  on  his  bed. 

''Never,"  was  the  reply.  ''I  can  go  to  a 
ball  or  picnic,  stay  out  until  four  o^clock  in 
the  morning,  and  be  at  work  in  the  office  of 
the  Evening  Ihunderbolt  at  nine  o'clock  a^ 
fresh  as  a  daisy. " 

''  It  will  tell  on  you  sometime." 

''Sometime  may  never  come.  I'll  be 
called  in  long  before  I  grow  old." 

"  Possibly  you  may  be  shot." 

' '  Then  let  the  aim  be  sure,  so  that  I  may 
not  suffer  long." 

It  was  a  wonder  to  Paul  that  Bixby  never 
found  an  inamorata.     At  the  Mullaley  pic- 
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nic  he  had  seen  him  hoMiDg  the  jeweled 
hand  of  a  dark-eyed  Spanish  looking  beauty, 
but  it  seemed  to  be  in  the  way  of  business, 
in  order  to  obtain  names  for  publication. 

At  another  time  Bixby  seized  a  brown- 
haired  girl,  who  bumped  against  him,  and 
gave  her  a  kiss,  but  this  appeared  to  be  in 
the  way  of  a  joke,  and  her  escort  did  not 
resent  the  liberty. 

'^  Did  you  ever  love,  Bixby  ? "  said  Paul  to 
him, 

*^  Never  ! "  was  the  firm  reply,  and  he  was 
off. 

Paul  had  told  his  friend  not  to  hurl  a  boot 
at  him  when  he  came  in,  or  there  would  be 
trouble.  He  had  done  this  a  few  nights  be- 
fore, and  Paul  was  mad  about  being  so 
rudely  awakened. 

Paul  went  out  a  few  minutes  later.  He 
wandered  around  gloomily,  as  was  his  wont. 
He  felt  that  he  could  not  forget  Kate.  It 
seemed  at  times  as  though  he  should  meet 
her  yet,  and  aU  would  be  well.     He  found 
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his  way  into  Bleecker  street  and  its  vicinity, 
catching  once  more  the  atmosphere  of 
mingled  garhc,  eau  de  cologne,  and  cognac; 
looked  at  the  passing  female  faces  for  a  few 
minutes;  and  then  with  a  hold  resolve  he 
started  in  the  direction  of  the  city  where 
Celestine  Mullaley  lived.  There  was  a  fe- 
male figure  standing  in  the  doorway,  which 
vanished  as  he  approached,  and  as  he  came 
nearer  he  was  in  consternation  to  observe 
that  Mullaley  was  outside  in  his  shirt 
sleeves,  his  shiny  hat  on  his  head,  and  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth. 

He  greeted  Paul  with  a  broad  smile,  and 
a  polite  invitation. 

"Come  in  here  and  have  something  wid 
me,"  said  he,  "I've  been  looking  for  you  all 
day.     Your  brother  said  ye'd  be  around." 

"  What  is  coming  now  ?"  w^as  Paul's  re- 
flection, as  he  followed  Mullaley  into  the 
saloon,  where  the  floor  was  sprinkled  with 
sawdust  and  the  odor  of  prime  whiskey 
seemed  to  penetrate  the  very  walls.     Hooh- 
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gan,  the  bartender,  who  supported  one 
diamond  ring  on  his  finger  and  another  in 
his  shirt,  was  busy  serving  the  customers; 
but  he  was  all  attention  to  the  boss  and  his 
^^gintleman"  friend  as  they  stepped  up  to 
the  bar. 

'^  What  are  yez  after  having  ?"  asked  the 
alderman. 

*^  Whiskey  straight,"  said  Paul. 

^^  Yer  mother's  milk  again,"  laughed  the 
alderman.  ^^I'll  take  the  same  meself, 
Hoohgan. " 

The  bottle  was  handed  out  and  Paul  took 
about  a  thimbleful  mixed  with  water. 

^' You'd  never  do  to  live  in  this  ward," 
laughed  the  alderman,  as  he  drained  his 
glass. 

He  then  took  Paul  to  the  rear  of  the  room 
where  sat  Judge  Googan. 

The  latter  had  the  wearied,  worldly  wise  air 
that  Paul  noticed  once  before;  the  same  green- 
ish eyes  set  deep  back  in  the  head,  the  inevi- 
table high  silk  hat  and  fashionable  clothing 
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and  after  another  invitation  to  imbibe  which 
was  accepted  as  a  matter  of  course,  Judge 
Googan  gave  Paul  an  ^'editorial,"  as  he 
called  it,  which  had  reference  to  the  nomi- 
nation of  Tommy  DriscoU  for  the  assembly. 

The  article  purported  to  be  written  by  Mr. 
Driscoll,  then  supposed  to  be  traveling  in  the 
west;  and  in  it  Mr.  Driscoll  thanked  the 
people  of  his  district  for  the  nomination. 

This  Paul  was  to  give  to  Bixby  the  next 
day,  and  the  intention  was  that  it  should  be 
published  in  the  Evening  1  hunderbolt. 

The  black  bottle  was  again  produced,  as 
the  three  men  sat  in  the  rear  of  the  room  at 
a  table;  while  over  their  heads  was  a  picture 
of  the  famous  Heenan-Sayres  fight. 

Paul  was  afraid  to  drink  any  more,  as  it 
might  unsettle  his  head,  so  he  carefully 
poured  the  contents  of  the  glass  on  the  floor 
when  the  two  distinguished  gentlemen  were 
not  looking. 

After  a  few  minutes  of  this,  Paul  asked 
the  aldermen  as  to  the  liealth  of  his  family, 
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and  the  alderman  said  Paul  had  better  go 
up  stairs  and  call  on  the  ladies,  who  would 
be  glad  to  see  him. 

*'  rd  go  meself,"  said  he,  ^'but  Groogan  is 
here,  and  me  party  demands  me  time. " 

Paul  ascended  the  stairway,  and  tapped  at 
the  nearest  door. 

It  was  opened  by  Celestine,  in  a  fashion- 
able white  suit. 

^*  Oh,  Mr.  Bixby  ! "  she  exclaimed,  extend- 
ing her  hand. 

There  was  a  magnificent  Stein  way  piano 
in  the  parlor,  and  she  played  and  sang  ex- 
quisitely. 

He  watched  the  supple  white  hands,  as 
they  flew  over  the  keys,  the  rosy  flush  of 
excitement  on  the  cheeks,  the  laughing  grey 
eyes,  and  wondering  if  he  could  ever  bring 
himself  to  love  her. 

Mrs.  Mullaley  came  in  from  a  rear  room 
to  help  to  do  the  honors.  She  wore  a 
Mother  Hubbard  wrapper,  and  her  sleeves 
were  rolled  up;    she  was  stout  and  good 
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uatured,  and  a  pair  of  magnificent  diamond 
ear  rings  flashed  in  her  ears. 

She  wanted  to  know  how  Paul  liked  the 
picnic;  and  Celestine  continued  her  playing, 
which  was  suddenly  drowned  by  the  bang- 
ing of  a  crazy  instrument  next  door. 

^^It  is  the  Keegans,"  remarked  Mrs.  Mul- 
laley.  ^^Bang  away,  Ceeley,  and  don't  ye 
let  them  bate  ye." 

Tears  of  rage  arose  in  Celestine's  lovely 
eyes,  and  she  said  she  was  going  to  stop. 

^'Kape  on!"  said  Mrs.  Mullaley,  ''and 
don't  you  have  it  ever  said  you  was  bate  by 
a  Keegan." 

Celestine  was  a  girl  of  spirit,  and  the 
lovely  eyes  began  to  flash.  He  felt  that  he 
could  like  her,  if  she  would  only  like  him, 
and  he  made  the  observation  that  the  oppo- 
sition demonstration  was  a  shame. 

''We've  got  to  move  or  the  Keegans 
must,"  said  Mrs.  Mullaley,  "there  has  been 
no  pace  in  this  neighborhood  since  that 
pianny  came  in  the  house." 
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It  was  the  twilight  of  early  evehing,  and 
leaving  the  piano,  half  smiling  and  almost 
crying,  Celestine  walked  to  a  window  and 
leaned  out. 

Mrs.  Mullaley  found  an  errand  in  another 
room,  and  Paul  joined  Celestine. 

The  street  life  was  observable  in  full  force. 
A  big  tenement  house  was  across  the  way, 
and  from  every  window  leaned  a  woman  or 
children. 

*^  We  have  got  to  move,"  remarked  Celes- 
tine. ^^The  Keegans  will  drive  us  crazy; 
but  if  we  go,  father  would  lose  his  influence 
in  the  ward." 

It  was  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world,  for  his  arm  to  slip  Hghtly  about  her 
waist  as  they  leaned  thus;  though  another 
young  woman  in  the  far  off  Kitteridge 
mountains  was  watching  and  thinking  of 
him  beneath  the  same  evening  sky  already 
fast  studding  with  the  brilliants  of  the 
heavens. 

"If  Tommy  Driscoll  was  here,"  said  she, 
''he  would  soon  shut  the  Keegans  up," 
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''  Shall  I  do  it  for  you  !  "  Paul  asked. 

'*  You  are  a  stranger,  and  do  not  want  to 
get  in  a  fight  in  this  neighborhood,"  she  re- 
marked. 

''  Am  I  so  much  a  stranger  ? "  he  asked  in 
low  tones. 

^^Not  so  much  to  us,  as  to  the  crowds  in 
the  street,"  was  her  reply.  '^  The  Hooley 
gang  down  on  the  corner  are  all  for  the 
Keegans." 


CHAPTER  XXII 

PAUL  TAKES  A  WALK  WITH  CELESTINE 

'  The  sound  of  clicking  billiard  balls  came 
through  the  green  baize  door  of  the  saloon 
below,  mixed  with  laughter  and  talk. 

''  Let's  go  for  a  walk,"  said  Paul  to  Celes- 
tine. 

She  was  willing,  and  soon  arrayed  herself 
in  a  very  neat  and  fashionable  promenade 
costume. 

He  noticed  the  little  feet,  the  well  fitting 
gloves,  the  stylish  and  becoming  hat.  She 
gave  him  the  sweetest  of  smiles,  and  all  traces 
of  anger  were  gone. 

*'If  anybody  says  anything  to  you  in  the 
street,"  said  she,  as  they  paused  for  a  mo- 
ment at  the  door,  ^^pay  no  attention." 

^'They'll  have  to  send  for  the  coroner,  if  I 
get  at  any  of  them,"  he  remarked. 

**No,  none  of  that,"  she  observed,  *^just 
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mind  your  own  business;  do  you  under- 
stand?" 

They  were  not  disturbed,  but  many  necks 
were  craned,  and  many  eyes  followed  them, 
and  the  rumor  ran  that  Ceeley  had  got  a 
new  beau,  and  there  was  great  excitement. 
Several  young  fellows  sat  up  a  preconcerted 
w^histle  as  they  passed  Larkin's  place  —  but 
people  were  otherwise  respectful. 

Celestine  and  he  walked  as  far  as  Madison 
square,  and  darker  grew  the  night,  and 
more  bright  the  street  lamps,  while  overhead 
the  blue  sky  was  now  studded  with  count- 
less stars.  He  commented  upon  the  many 
stars  that  w^ere  noticeable,  and  remarked 
that  it  was  a  sign  of  approaching  fall  and 
colder  vv^eather.  And  httle  indeed  did  he 
think  that  there  was  one  in  her  more  north- 
ern home  still  w^atching  these  same  stars, 
still  seeing  them  as  they  increased  in  bril- 
liancy, and  wondering  about  him,  cogitating 
about  where  he  w^as  and  what  he  was  doing, 
and   hoping  and  praying   even,   that  their 
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troubles  might  soon  be  over,  and  they  be 
again  united  never  more  to  part. 

*' You  have  not  told  me  your  business," 
said  Celestine,  softly. 

*^  I  —  I  am  a  taxidermist,"  he  made  reply. 

^^  Do  you  like  it  r' 

''Much." 

They  found  the  v^ay  to  Fifth  avenue,  pass- 
ing the  Brunswick  hotel,  and  it  was  getting 
late,  and  the  streets  were  pretty  well  de- 
serted, as  they  returned  toward  her  resi- 
dence. 

They  passed  Officer  Mulligan  promenading 
his  solitary  beat,  and  MuUigan  lifted  his  hat 
to  her  with  great  politeness. 

"Mulligan  is  a  good  friend  of  the  Mulla- 
ley  s,"  said  she,  '^  if  you  are  ever  in  trouble, 
he  will  take  your  part." 

It  was  near  twelve  as  they  reached  her 
house,  and  they  stood  there  talking,  she 
leaning  on  the  iron  railing  of  the  door  step, 
one  glove  off. 

She  carelessly  whipped  the  railing  with 
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the  long  brown  kid,  and  as  she  did  so  one 
solitary  ring  flashed  from  her  hand. 

^^You  are  not  much  on  diamonds  your- 
self ?  "  he  said.     ''  One  seems  enough." 

''They  attract  too  much  attention,"  said 
she.  And  she  took  the  ring  off  for  him  to 
examine. 

His  hand  came  in  contact  with  lier  s,  but 
he  resolved  not  to  make  any  further  show 
of  affection.  It  was  sufficient  to  stand  by 
the  side  of  this  graceful  little  figure.  She 
dropped  the  glove  and  he  picked  it  up.  Again 
their  hands  came  in  contact,  and  there  was  a 
little  tussle  to  see  w^ho  should  retain  posses- 
sion of  the  glove. 

She  playfully  struck  Paul,  and  he  knew 
that  it  was  an  invitation  for  him  to  keep  the 
glove  if  he  could. 

He  desisted  and  she  was  evidently  disap- 
pointed. 

Again  he  looked  at  the  star-studded  sky — 
a  chill  seemed  to  come  from  them  that  drove 
the  spirits  from  him, 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  165 

**You  are  pensive,  all  of  a  sudden,"  said 
she,  ^^I  am  afraid  you  have  run  away  from 
your  girl,  and  she  is  looking  for  you." 

He  thought  her  voice  fell  as  she  spoke, 
and  he  could  not  catch  her  eye. 

She  appeared  to  lose  the  gay  abandon  of 
her  manner,  on  very  short  notice. 

She  said  hastily  that  she  must  go  in,  and 
after  a  w^ord  or  two  with  Officer  Mulligan, 
who  came  along  and  cleared  the  street  of 
several  hoodlums,  she  entered  the  house 
after  bidding  him  good-night. 

However,  she  was  engaged  to  go  to  Wal- 
lack's  Theatre  with  him  on  Saturday  night 
to  see  Lester  Wallack  in  '^Rosedale,"  and 
he  did  not  consider  that  the  parting  was  in 
any  way  constrained.  She  was  an  ardent 
lover  of  the  theatre,  like  the  true  New  York 
girl  that  she  was  in  many  respects;  but  the 
fact  that  she  had  been  several  times  with 
Mr.  DriscoU  did  not  please  him. 

He  understood  that  Mr.  Driscoll  was  to  be 
released  from  durance  soon,  and  he  found 
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himself  studying  as  to  the  kind  of  man  that 
Mr.  Driscoll  might  be,  as  he  plodded  slowly- 
over  toward  his  room  on  Sixth  avenue. 

It  was  certain  that  Tommy  Driscoll  was  a 
favorite  in  the  ward,  and  Paul  had  heard  a 
number  of  tales  of  the  man's  prowess  in  one 
way  and  another. 

When  Tommy  Driscoll  returned  from 
Long  Island  City  he  was  likely  to  receive  an 
ovation,  for  it  was  generally  understood  that 
he  was  a  victim  of  the  injustice  of  a  police 
magistrate  w^hose  perverse  mind,  politically 
warped,  sent  the  young  man  to  jail  for  a 
period,  when,  if  light  had  triumphed,  his 
enemy  would  have  been  behind  the  bars,  as 
the  result  of  a  street  fight. 

There  w^as  more  of  romanticism  in  Kate, 
Paul  thought.  Celestine  was  indeed  a  true 
city  girl,  who  loved  the  pavements,  the  shop- 
windows,  the  stirring  life  of  the  crowded 
streets.  It  was  doubtful  if  Celestine  would 
be  wilhng  to  wander  in  the  woods  with 
him  as  Kate  was  once  fond  of  doing  in  thQ 
heyday  of  their  youth  and  high  hopes. 
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Kate  was  perhaps  the  better  girl  for  a 
sweetheart.  She  was  more  clinging  and 
tender.  He  had  an  idea  that  he  could  trust 
her  better;  but  Celestine  would  probably  cut 
a  finer  figure  in  company  with  her  clear  in- 
tellect, and  bright  wit;  yet  slang  came  from 
those  ruby  lips  sometimes,  and  the  sweet 
intellectual  face  did  not  appear  startled  at 
the  sight  of  a  good  deal  of  the  curious  in 
life  that  was  observable  almost  everywhere 
in  New  York. 

^'You  are  on  the  high  road  to  success," 
said  Bixby;  ''only  I  am  afraid  you  are  not 
enough  of  a  i^olitician  or  diplomat  to  w^ork 
your  points  right  in  the  political  world." 

''  What  kind  of  a  position  do  you  suppose 
I  could  fill  ? "  asked  Paul. 

''Inspector  of  sidewalks,  perhaps,"  was 
the  reply. 

"  What  w^ould  be  my  duties  ? " 

"Walk  around,  and  see  that  the  side- 
walks were  all  there.  Such  a  place  under 
the  present  political  regime  is  worth  about 
eighteen  hundred  dollars  a  year." 
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*^Well,  I  don't  propose  to  force  myself 
upon  the  taxpayers  of  this  town  in  that 
way,"  said  Paul. 

^'Is  it  not  better  than  selling  assorted 
needles  from  house  to  house?"  inquired 
Bixby. 

'^Frora  a  financial  point  of  view,  no 
doubt,"  was  the  reply. 


CHAPTER    XXIII 

A  WARNING  FROM   MR.    HOOLIGAN 

The  society  editor  gave  Paul  tickets  for 
the  moonlight  excursion  of  the  Jolly  Ten, 
an  organization  composed  of  well-to-do  peo- 
ple, living  in  the  Ninth  ward,  and  he  went 
on  it,  and  took  Celestine  with  him. 

It  was  a  very  fine  affair,  and  the  members 
of  the  various  committees  appeared  in 
swallow  tail  coats,  though  some  of  them 
neglected  to  keep  up  the  state  in  the  lower 
rigging,  and  also  wore  hght  colored  trousers 
and  white  hats. 

Paul  danced  with  Celestine,  once  or  twice, 
but  the  most  of  their  time  was  occupied  in 
sitting  and  watching  the  others. 

Celestine  expressed  the  opinion  that  the 
affair  was  rather  a  stale  one,  and  that  some 
people  were  altogether  too  stuck  up,  but 
they  had  considerable  enjoyment,  especially 
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when  they  went  below  stairs  and  had  to 
hustle  for  their  supper. 

Paul  took  notes  for  Bixby  as  he  had 
promised,  and  when  he  told  Celestine  that 
she  was  going  in  as  the  belle  of  the  ball 
the  young  lady  playfully  snatched  his  note 
book  and  declared  that  she  would  throw  it 
into  the  river  unless  he  erased  her  name. 

'^You  don't  care  about  society  much?" 
said  he. 

*'Not  this  kind,"  she  observed.  *^And 
what  is  more,  you  have  put  my  name  in  the 
paper  enough." 

It  had  been  a  very  warm  day,  and  she 
was  dressed  in  a  light,  cool  suit,  shghtly 
open  at  the  neck,  revealing  a  throat  of 
dazzling  whiteness. 

This  was  a  style  that  Kate  sometimes 
affected,  and  it  made  him  think  of  her. 

A  man  fell  overboard  as  they  were  near- 

ing  home,    and    they    were    watching    the 

phosphorescent  light  in   the   water  at   the 

^  bow  of  the  vessel,  but  the  man  was  rescued 
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and  hauled  on  board,  dripping  wet  ;  still 
the  affair,  take  it  all  in  all,  was  rather 
tame. 

They  reached  the  pier  at  about  four  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  and  walked  up  the  long, 
deserted  streets  as  day  was  breaking.  She 
said  that  she  was  tired  out,  and  leaned 
rather  heavily  on  his  arm.  They  stopped  in 
an  all  night  restaurant  and  had  some  coffee 
and  cakes,  for  a  lark,  and  the  birds  were 
chirping  in  Tompkins  Park,  and  early  men 
were  going  to  their  work  as  they  reached 
her  residence,  and  found  Tim  Hoohgan,  the 
barkeeper,  just  opening  the  place. 

''What  kind  of  a  time  did  ye  have, 
Ceeley  ? "  he  asked. 

''  Rocky,"  she  answered,  and  opening  the 
hall  door  passed  in. 

Tim  Hooligan  eyed  Paul  curiously,  and 
then  spoke. 

''Young  feller,"  said  he,  "I  don't  want 
to  be  sticking  me  nose  in  what  is  none  of 
me  business,  but  I  can  give  ye  a  straight 
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tip  on  the  quiet,  if  ye  take  it  in  the  slnse  it 
is  sint." 

^'  What  do  you  mean ! "  asked  Paul,  with 
a  sHght  smile. 

''You  want  to  drop  that  piece  of  dry 
goods  wiien  Tommy  Driscoll  gets  back.  Do 
you  catch  on  ?  " 

"  Is  it  his  property  !  "  asked  Paul. 

''  He'll  smash  the  nose  of  any  man  that  is 
seen  walking  with  her." 

''WeU,  all  right,"  said  Paul,  with  a 
humorous  look. 

"It  is  all  meant  in  kindness,"  said  Tim 
Hooligan. 

''  Of  course,"  said  Paul. 

"  Tommy  Driscoll  is  no  friend  of  mine," 
went  on  Hooligan,  "and  I'd  be  the  first  one 
to  shout  if  some  one  did  him  up,  d'ye  see; 
only  look  out  for  yourself. " 
I  am  not  afraid,"  said  Paul. 
I  don't  suppose  you  are,"  said  Hooligan. 

Cut  him  out  if  you  can,  I  hope  you  will, 
but  mind  what  you  are  about.  Come  in 
and  have  a  drink  with  me." 
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Simoii  Bolivar  Bixby  laughed  when  Paul 
told  him. 

*^  It  is  a  pity  if  you  cannot  take  a  young 
lady  out  in  society  unless  you  have  the  per- 
mission of  Mr.  Tommy  DriscoD,"  said  he. 


CHAPTER  XXIV 

MR.  DRISCOLL   THREATENS   VENGEAXCE 

Paul  was  often  tempted  to  remove  the 
smoked  glasses  from  his  eyes  forever. 

One  evening  Celestine  ran  her  slender 
white  hand  over  the  glasses  as  they  sat  at 
a  front  window  of  her  residence,  and  said 
that  he  would  look  much  better  without 
them. 

*^ril  remove  the  glasses  to  please  you 
some  day,"  said  he  gallantly. 

^^I  hate  them,"  said  sha 

^^  So  do  I,"  was  his  reply. 

She  tried  to  snatch  the  glasses  from  his 
eyes,  and  in  the  struggle  he  found  himself 
kissing  her  again. 

He  called  on  Celestine  continually,  and  he 
did  not  care  whether  Tommy  Driscoll  was 
out  of  jail  or  whether  he  was  in  jail. 

Alderman  Mullaley  always  received  Paul 
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effusively,  and  Mrs.  Mullaley  was  very 
kind. 

People  on  the  block  and  in  the  neighbor- 
hood began  to  recognize  him,  and  Officer 
Mulligan  seemed  to  consider  that  Paul  was 
under  his  special  protection. 

It  is  probable  that  Paul  saved  himself  a 
broken  head  more  than  once  on  account  of 
the  protective  influence  of  Mr.  Mulligan. 

'^You  can  always  depend  on  Mulligan," 
explained  Tim  Hooligan  to  him  one  evening. 

**I  have  been  already  informed  of  that," 
was  Paul's  reply. 

And  then  came  a  Sunday  when  Paul  and 
Celestine  went  to  Rockaway  beach. 

It  was  a  beautiful  Sabbath  day,  the  sky 
bright  and  clear,  the  trees  green,  and  the 
flowers  blooming. 

Everybody  was  in  holiday  attire,  and 
everybody  was  going  somewhere.  He  at- 
tracted the  usual  attention  as  he  walked 
down  the  street  to  the  saloon.  On  arriving 
he  found  a  splendid  pair  of  black  horses  and 
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an  open  carriage  at  the  door  waiting  to  take 
the  leading  statesman  of  the  ward  and  his 
wife  on  a  jaunt  in  the  country. 

It  was  not  often  that  the  street  saw  such 
a  regal  turnout,  and  every  window  of  the 
block  on  both  sides  was  filled  with  curious 
women  and  children. 

Ceeley  and  Paul  saw  them  drive  off  and 
then  they  went  away  to  the  pier  and  the 
Rockaway  boat,  which  was  not  far  off. 

Celestine  wore  a  light,  cool,  breezy  dress, 
and  a  straw  hat,  of  the  fashionable  mode, 
which  became  her  well.  She  disdained 
gloves,  but  carried  an  elegant  white  silk  sun 
umbrella,  big  enough  to  shelter  them  both, 
as  they  sat  on  the  sand  on  the  beach. 

**  Googan  is  going  to  have  the  nomination 
sure,"  said  she;  ^^and  do  you  know,"  she 
added,  '^  Tommy  Driscoll  is  out." 

She  made  the  remark  with  heightened 
color,  and  bated  breath. 

'^  Since  when  ?"  asked  Paul. 

**He  came  home  Friday." 
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^^  I  understand  he  expects  the  nomination 
for  the  assembly  ?  "  observed  Paul. 

"And  he'll  get  it,"  she  answered;  "but 
I  don't  like  him;  I  hate  him." 

The  wind  blew  refreshingly  on  the  boat, 
and  she  enjoyed  it.  There  was  dancing  to 
the  music  of  a  string  band  —  harps  —  but 
they  did  not  indulge. 

There  was  an  excellent  dinner  on  a  broad 
porch  where  the  sea  breeze  swept  in  delight- 
fully, and  as  they  sat  there,  they  could 
watch  the  throngs  of  people,  the  angry  surf 
of  the  beach,  and  the  white  sails  dotting  the 
horizon. 

Then  they  bathed.  She  thought  they 
should  have  bathed  before  dinner,  but  they 
did  not,  and  it  made  no  difference.  They 
were  in  no  hurry  and  they  could  eat  dinner 
again. 

He  was  first  in  the  water,  and  then  sat  on 
the  sand  waiting  for  her,  when  he  was 
startled  by  a  merry  laugh,  and  a  shower  of 
pebbles  thrown  on  the  white  sun  umbrella, 
which  she  had  loaned  him. 
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Then  he  noticed  her  coming  to  him  like  a 
sprite.  They  plunged  into  the  surf  together, 
and  he  found  much  amusement  in  ducking 
her  under  the  water,  and  then  seeing  her 
struggle  to  the  surface  again,  her  hair  matted 
and  wet,  and  her  face  aflame  with  pleasure- 
able  excitement. 

She  was  quicker  in  her  movements  than 
he,  and  took  delight  in  splashing  the  water 
over  him. 

Once  he  caught  her  by  the  heel,  and  over 
they  went  together,  disappearing  in  the 
surf. 

She  had  great  strength  in  her  arms,  and 
wrestled  with  him  easily. 

Then  they  sat  on  the  beach  to  dry  under 
the  big  white  silk  umbrella,  and  they  played 
in  the  sand  like  two  children.  He  was 
again  happy  —  happier  than  he  had  been  in 
a  long  time. 

Once  she  lay  at  full  length,  and  he  buried 
her  in  the  sand,  until  only  her  face  and  neck 
were  visible,  and  then  they  were  obliged  to 
plunge  once  more  into  the  sea. 
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They  chased  each  other  around  to  the 
sound  of  the  dull,  monotonous  roar  of  the 
surf,  but  as  night  came  on  he  grew  moody. 
The  roar  of  old  ocean  was  grown  suUen 
and  angry.  They  intended  returning  by  a 
late  boat,  but  he  insisted  upon  a  rather  early 
train.  She  was  evidently  disappointed,  but 
made  no  objection. 

**  Young  Driscoll  has  been  here,"  was  Mrs. 
Mullaley's  salutation  as  they  entered  the 
house. 

"Oh  who  cares  for  Tommy  Driscoll  1" 
said  Celestine,  removing  her  hat. 

"He  wanted  your  father,"  was  the  ex- 
planation. 

"About  the  nomination?"  asked  Celes- 
tine, taking  a  seat  and  smiling  at  Paul  who 
was  by  the  window,  and  regarding  the  life 
of  the  street. 

Mrs.  Mullaley  got  some  ice  cream  and 
cake,  and  a  bottle  of  wine  from  the  store 
below,  saying  it  was  her  treat.  Then  when 
Mrs.  Mullaley  wa3  gone,  Paul  and  Celestine 
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had  the  parlor  to  themselves.  Gelestine  was 
going  to  play  but  stopped,  saying  it  would 
only  rouse  up  the  Keegans  and  their  piano. 

They  were  again  side  by  side  at  the  win- 
dow, and  the  Sunday  night  crowd  on  the 
pavement  amused  them  —  hundreds  of  girls 
in  their  best,  walking  with  their  beaux,  and 
young  men  on  the  corners  w^aiting  for 
almost  anything  that  might  afford  them 
diversion. 

The  air  was  close,  though  a  slight  night 
breeze  swayed  the  lace  curtains  that  par- 
tially fell  over  them. 

He  took  her  soft  white  hand  in  his  own, 
and  toyed  with  it,  patting  it  occasionly,  but 
this  was  done  in  a  perfunctory  way,  and  he 
seemed  some  how  to  feel  as  though  advances 
were  expected. 

**I  like  that  one  solitary  diamond,"  he 
remarked,  ''it  seems  in  such  good  taste." 

"  Mother  wears  too  many,  I  suppose,"  she 
answered  a  little  resentfully. 

"But  one  looks  better  for  you,"  said  he. 
Then  he  led  the  conversation  elsewhere. 
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*'So  you  think  Tommy  Driscoll  will  get 
the  election  for  the  Assembly  ? "  he  asked. 

^^It  is  as  father  says,"  she  answered  lan- 
guidly, half  nestling  her  head  on  his  shoul- 
der, while  his  arm  slipped  about  her  waist. 
'^Father  is  the  boss,  and  what  he  says  goes. 
But  — "  and  she  hesitated,  ^^you  want  to 
keep  out  of  Tommy  DriscoU's  way." 

^^  Why  ? "  he  inquired. 

'*  Shall  I  tell  you  —  I  understand  he  says 
he'll  do  you  up." 

It  was  evident  that  she  hesitated  at  saying 
this.  It  was  an  admittance  that  Tommy 
Driscoll  was  his  rival.  The  flickering  light 
of  a  street  lamp  fell  on  her  wistful  face;  a 
car  tinkled  by  on  the  corner  below,  but  all 
was  still  save  that  at  the  moment,  and  he 
pressed  her  closer  to  his  side. 

She  seemed  almost  ethereal  at  times  in  the 
shadows,  and  in  her  white  dress.  Her  waist 
was  trim  and  neat,  and  her  laugh  musical 
and  low. 

She  talked  of  a  room  that  her  father  prom- 
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ised  her  when  they  got  their  new  house,  a 
room  all  furnished  in  blue  and  silver  but  a 
clock  struck  from  a  neighboring  tower,  and 
he  said  he  must  go. 

'^It  is  no  use,'  Paul  murmured,  as  he 
walked  along  the  deserted  pavement.  **I 
have  got  to  stop  it." 

^^She  may  get  so  she  cares  for  me.  I 
can't  care  for  her  as  I  ought  perhaps."  And 
yet  a  desolate  feeling  came  over  him,  as  he 
reflected  that  he  could  never  go  through  life 
alone.  Some  winning  maiden  must  join 
him  for  the  long  journey  of  sunshine  and 
shadow. 

If  Kate  had  plighted  her  troth  to  Lord 
Blake,  Paul  had  reason  to  think  that  the 
coercion  of  her  mother  had  brought  the 
matter  about.  Stormy  scenes,  threats,  per- 
haps, of  ordering  her  away  from  her  home, — 
though,  after  all.  it  could  hardly  come  to 
that,  with  the  opposition  of  her  father. 

He  was  turning  into  Bond  street,  walking 
hurriedly,  when  he  was  suddenly  confronted 
by  a  tall,  well  dressed  man. 
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This  man  wore  a  light,  ohve-colored  over- 
coat, and  swung  a  hght  switchy  cane  in  his 
hand. 

His  black  eyes  were  bright,  and  a  fine 
black  moustache  drooped  over  his  resolute 
mouth. 

His  low  cut  vest,  showing  an  expanse  of 
snowy  shirt  front,  and  blazing  diamonds, 
might  have  led  to  the  impression  that  the 
gentleman  had  come  from  some  festive  oc- 
casion. His  high  silk  hat  was  rather  top- 
pled over,  indicating  both  anger  and  a  rather 
convivial  condition  of  mind. 

*^  Young  fellow,"  said  he,  *'one  moment." 

Paul  stopped. 

There  was  menace  in  the  manner. 

"  You  quit  going  to  Mullaley  s  ! " 

*'Why?"  asked  Paul,  like  the  interroga- 
tive Yankee,  that  he  was. 

**  She  is  a  lady  friend  of  mine,  that  is  all." 

"  I  did  not  know  she  was  " — 

And  Paul  hesitated. 

A  big  fist  was  leveled  before  him. 
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**  You  quit !  that  is  all  I've  got  to  say  to 

you." 

*^I  don't  make  any  claim" — 

*^ You  quit!" 

And  the  big  fist,  strong,  muscular,  able  to 
knock  over  a  horse,  came  within  two  inches 
of  Paul's  face.  In  fact,  he  could  see  noth- 
ing but  the  fist.  Then  the  figure  turned  and 
walked  away. 

*'To  whom  am  I  indebted?"  asked  Paul, 
in  a  loud  tone. 

**  Tommy  Driscoll !  Do  you  want  me 
card  ?  Or  shall  I  bring  it  to  you  on  a  silver 
plate  ?  You  keep  out  of  the  neighborhood, 
or  I'll  do  you  up.  I  mean  business  from  the 
word  go." 

Paul  began  to  flare  up,  and  was  ready  to 
advance  and  have  it  out,  but  he  desisted, 
and  the  two  parted,  each  going  in  a  differ- 
ent direction. 

''Tick  tack,  Mr.  Driscoll,"  said  Paul. 
"Goodnight." 

He  informed  Bixby,  and  the  society  editor 
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told  him  to  pay  no  attention  to  such  a 
bluffer. 

^^But  I  don't  care  for  the  girl,"  said  Paul. 
*^I  won't  interfere.     Driscoll  can  take  her." 

*^  You  are  afraid  of  Driscoll,"  said  Bixby. 

**I  am  not,"  was  the  firm  reply. 


CHAPTER  XXy 

A  DISCORDANT   HOUSEHOLD 

Lord  Blake  now  found  Kate  absolutely 
unapproachable,  that  is  in  the  way  of  woo- 
ing. Of  course  it  was  the  barbaric  instincts 
of  the  American  that  caused  her  to  treat  the 
lord  with  scant  courtesy.  He  loved  her. 
He  admired  the  supple  grace  of  the  woman, 
the  rounded  figure,  the  winsome  smile,  and 
the  pleasing,  but  hardly  handsome  face. 

The  touch  of  her  hand  thrilled  him.  If 
she  gave  him  a  smile  he  was  delighted. 

Her  mother's  reproaches  had  no  effect. 
With  the  knowledge  that  one  woman  com- 
mands of  another,  Kate  had  a  hundred 
ways  of  annoying  her  mother,  who  at  the 
same  time  could  not  make  head-way  against 
the  girl's  vagaries. 

A  ready  and  entertaining  conversation- 
alist, Kate  often  answered  his  lordship  in 
(186) 
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monosyllables,  and  once  she  placed  a  fan 
over  her  ruby  lips  and  yawned. 

Her  mother  was  terribly  exasperated. 

^'  You  yawned  before  his  lordship  ! "  said 
she,  after  he  was  gone. 

*^I  could  not  help  it,"  she  answered. 
*^ He  is  a  bore." 

^^  And  you  cannot  be  made  to  love  him  ?  " 

*'No,  never." 

All  the  pleas  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  were 
still  of  no  avail. 

^^  You  are  Idlhng  your  mother,"  said  the 
clergyman  to  her  one  day. 

*^  How?  "she  asked. 

*^  Because  you  are  contumacious.  It  is 
the  wish  of  your  mother  that  you  consent 
to  a  marriage  that  will  be  an  honor  to  your- 
self and  family.  There  are  few  girls  in 
America  that  have  the  opportunities  that 
are  yours.  It  is  a  pity  to  see  you  throw 
your  opportunities  away.  Where  do  you 
expect  to  go  when  you  die  ? " 

^'Heaven." 
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The  clergyman  gave  a  sad  smile,  at  the 
same  time  placing  his  hands  before  him, 
fingers  touching  fingers.  It  was  a  beatific 
smile,  full  of  sorrow  and  resignation  at  the 
wickedness  and  perversity  of  the  world. 

Lord  Blake  found  one  of  his  warmest 
supporters  in  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin. 

Mr.  Powell  he  could  not  understand. 

''He  is  queer;  is  he  not?"  his  lordship 
ventured  to  say  to  the  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin  one 
day. 

''Odd,"  answered  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin, 
"you  must  consider  that  Mr.  Powell  never 
had  any  advantages.  He  came  from  the 
common  people.  But  he  is  a  good,  kind  man. 
We  should  overlook  these  little  blemishes." 

"I  think  him  a  noble  man,"  said  Lord 
Blake  with  enthusiasm.  "  But  I  cannot  get 
him  to  talk." 

"He  means  well,"  said  the  Rev.  Dr.  Dar- 
win, dreamily. 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  was  the  reply. 

The   Rev.   Dr.  Darwin  ventured   the   re- 
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mark  to  his  wife  that  he  was  afraid  that 
Lord  Blake  would  withdraw  because  at  a 
dinner  the  previous  evening  Mr.  Powell 
made  a  noise  with  his  mouth,  w^hen  eating 
with  a  spoon. 

Mrs.  Darwin  w^as  blunt. 

*^Lord  Blake  could  not  be  kicked  off  the 
place,"  said  she. 

There  were  many  scenes  in  the  privacy  of 
their  apartments  between  Kate  and  her 
mother  which  never  became  known  outside 
the  family  circle.  Once  in  a  while  the 
father  would  take  a  hand,  but  it  was  not 
often.  He  would  use  some  strong  words, 
very  likely,  and  then  he  would  subside  into 
his  usual  stoical  silence, 

Mr.  Powell  had  got  into  the  habit  of 
lounging  down  to  Nelson's  grocery  store,  a 
place  that  he  had  frequented  years  before, 
and  where  he  once  had  passed  many  pleas- 
ant hours,  joking  and  telling  stories,  and 
chewing  tobacco.  These  old  time  cronies 
took  Mr.  Powell's  great  accession  to  wealth 
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as  a  matter  of  course.  If  he  was  wide 
awake,  or  shrewd  enough  to  make  money, 
it  did  not  change  either  his  or  their  attitude; 
but  the  fact  that  a  lord  was  now  expected 
to  become  his  son-in-law  was  too  much  for 
their  equanimity.  Though  they  had  the 
kindest  feehngs  toward  him,  they  could  not 
help  a  run  of  remarks  and  allusions  that 
were  painful  to  the  ungainly  old  man.  So 
he  dropped  Nelson's  store,  and  others  of  his 
resorts,  in  Lycurgus,  and  often  contented 
himself  with  lonely  walks  in  his  garden. 

One  day  Mrs.  Powell  encountered  him 
there,  seated  in  a  little  arbor.  His  attitude 
was  listless  and  woe  begone. 

^^Ezra  Powell,"  said  she,  '^  why  can't  you 
try  and  be  somebody  1 " 

''Martha,"  he  answered  dejectedly.  '' 'Tis 
not  in  me." 

**Why  don't  you  talk  more  to  Lord 
Blake?" 

''I  can't  find  anything  to  say  to  him." 

''  Then  talk  about  the  weather ! "  she  cried. 
''And  as  for  Kate,  I'll  wring  her  neck." 
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^' Don't  do  that,  Martha,"  said  he,  'Mt 
might  hurt  her." 

''She  ought  to  be  hurt.  She  is  a  fool. 
Such  a  splendid  chance  for  a  magnificent 
match.     A  coronet  is  within  her  grasp." 

''Blake  is  only  a  man,"  he  found  courage 
to  articulate. 

"  You  are  a  boor  ! "  said  she. 

' '  You  are  a  lady, "  he  made  answer.  ' '  The 
English  butler  you  have  got  running  this 
shop  recognizes  the  fact,  and  he  is  a  good 
judge." 

Then  the  conversation  turned  on  Paul 
Cartridge. 

"What  are  you  doing  toward  the  cap- 
ture of  those  burglars  ? "  she  asked. 

"I  am  in  constant  correspondence  with 
the  superintendent  of  police  in  New  York," 
was  his  reply. 

"What  does  he  say?" 

"I  have  told  you  that  he  is  doing  his 
best." 

"I  beheve  that  you  would  shield  that 
young  man,"  she  remarked. 
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^*I  should,  did  I  think  him  innocent." 

'^He  is  guilty,  because  I  saw  him  in  con- 
sultation with  the  other  burglars  in  the 
yard." 

**So  you  say,"  he  answered. 

^*  Don't  you  believe  me  ? " 

*' Who  could  doubt  the  word  of  a  woman 
of  your  eminent  respectability ! " 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

AN  UNHAPPY  WOMAN 

Mr.  Powell  hardly  connected  Simon  BoU- 
var  Bixby  with  Paul  as  an  acquaintance. 
He  was  aware  that  the  two  had  met  in  the 
dining  room  at  the  Powell  reception,  but  it 
never  for  one  moment  occurred  to  Mr. 
Powell  that  the  chance  acquaintance  thus 
formed  was  continued  by  the  pair. 

Had  Mr.  Powell  thought  of  this  he  would 
have  written  to  Bixby  at  the  address  of  the 
Morning  Blizzard. 

Had  it  occurred  to  Mrs.  Powell  she  would 
have  communicated  surreptitiously  with  the 
Morning  Blizzard,  and  the  result  by  in- 
direct means  might  have  been  the  arrest  of 
Paul  Cartridge. 

No  arrests  whatever  had  yet  been  made. 

The  situation  weighed  on  Mr.  Powell. 

He  often  saw  Paul  Cartridge's  father,  the 
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blacksmith,  passing  through  the  streets  of 
the  village,  the  old  man's  head  bowed  in 
sorrow,  his  heart  heavy. 

Mr.  Cartridge  was  inclined  to  believe  that 
his  son  was  a  burglar.  There  was  the  word 
of  Mrs.  Powell,  whose  eminent  respectability 
could  not  be  questioned.  Mr.  Cartridge  was 
inclined  to  look  on  his  son  as  a  neer-do-well. 

The  young  man  had  shown  flightiness 
and  a  disinclination  to  work. 

The  honest  blacksmith  had  begun  to  have 
some  hopes  of  his  son,  now  that  the  young 
man  had  obtained  a  place  as  a  bookkeeper 
for  Pow^ell  &  Co.,  but  that  he  should  be- 
come a  burglar  after  showing  his  perversity, 
if  not  imbecility,  in  an  effort  to  make  a 
name  in  English  literature,  was  not  at  all 
surprising  to  him. 

Mr.  Powell  often  watched  Mr.  Cartridge 
as  he  went  through  the  street,  sometimes  in 
his  overalls  and  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  and  he 
felt  sorry  for  the  man,  unlucky  in  the 
world's    goods,    plain    and    plodding,    the 
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horizon  of  his  hfe  bounded  by  these  bleak 
hills.  Mr.  Powell  knew  Mr.  Cartridge  once 
had  hopes  of  this  young  man,  who  was 
bright  and  with  a  fondness  for  books. 

Mr.  Powell  had  often  seen  the  mother, 
also  in  her  cheap  clothes,  and  futile  efforts 
at  the  finery  which  every  woman  must 
attempt  at  any  rate  if  she  would  live.  And 
then  there  w^as  a  daughter,  a  quick-stepping, 
rather  independent  sort  of  girl  of  the  Ameri- 
can type,  rather  handsome,  with  a  slim 
figure,  dark  face  and  flashing  black  eyes. 

He  had  seen  those  eyes  flash  upon  his 
wife's  carriage  and  coachman  and  footman 
as  the  rig  dashed  through  the  streets,  and 
he  was  amused  at  times,  and  then  again  he 
w^as  affected  by  the  pathos  of  the  underlying 
tragedy,  for  Mr.  Powell  was  a  man  of 
extreme  sensibility. 

''It  will  come  out  all  right,  Cattridge," 
said  he,  one  rainy  day,  as  he  sat  by  the 
forge  fire  and  watched  the  old  man's  brawny 
arms  pull  the  bellow^s  that  made  the  bed  of 
coals  glow  and  the  sparks  fly. 
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'^  I  hope  so,"  was  the  quiet  reply. 
Mr.  Powell  cleared  his  throat  to  speak, 
and  then  stopped. 

''I  don't  know  what  got  into  the  boy," 
said  Mr.  Cartridge,  wiping  his  sooty  face. 
**He  was  always  good  at  figgers,  and  I 
wanted  him  to  have  an  eddication.  But  he 
would  not  stick  to  one  thing  long.  It  was 
his  writin'  that  led  to  his  ruination." 

"Not  exactly,"  said  Mr.  PowelL 

"He  was  never  good  for  nothing,"  was 
Mr.  Cartridge's  reply,  with  a  fierce  tug  at 
the  bellows. 

"  Don't  be  hard  on  him,"  said  Mr.  Powell. 

"He  is  guilty,"  answered  Mr.  Cartridge, 
"I  don't  care  what  any  of  you  say.  It  all 
came  of  that  cussed  writing.  Mrs.  Powell 
saw  him.     Isn't  that  enough  ? " 

The  curiosity  of  the  natives  at  the  sight 
of  the  lord  in  their  midst  soon  abated,  for  it 
was  seen  that  he  walked  only  on  two  legs. 
He  was  known  to  take  his  liquid  refresh- 
ment.    It  was   also  said  that   he   played 
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poker  late   at   night  with  landlord   Catlin, 
*^  Jake''  Fowler,  and  Counselor  Jennison. 

Country  louts  on  the  road  had  ceased  to 
stare  and  gap  at  the  lord,  as  he  strolled  along 
the  shaded  walks  catching  the  scent  of  the 
wild  flowers,  the  new  mown  grass,  and  the 
pine  woods  that  seemed  to  crown  every  hill- 
top. 

It  was  a  sight,  certainly,  to  see  Mrs. 
Powell  (she  that  was  Martha  Allen),  Lord 
Blake  and  a  footman,  galloping,  all  three  of 
them,  along  the  roads. 

The  footman  always  kept  a  respectful  dis- 
tance in  the  rear.  He  w^as  a  snub-nosed  in- 
dividual, w^ith  a  freckled  face,  unbecoming 
livery,  and  he  sat  on  a  nag  which  had  a 
clipped  tail,  and  cantered  beautifully. 

Mrs.  Powell  generally  wore  a  dark  riding 
habit,  and  Lord  Blake  rode  gracefully  by  her 
side. 

Mrs.  Powell  was  not  a  good  rider.  Kate 
was  an  excellent  horsewoman,  but  often 
found  some  excuse  for  not  going.     On  one 
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occasion  Mrs.  Powell  lost  her  balance,  and 
would  have  been  thrown  from  her  steed  had 
she  not  preserved  her  self  possession,  and 
stooping  over  clung  to  the  neck  of  the  ani- 
mal and  screamed  until  Lord  Blake  and  the 
footman  had  adjusted  her  in  the  saddle. 

That  day  Mrs.  Powell  had  it  out  again 
with  Kate  when  she  reached  home. 

^'I  have  had  enough  of  this,"  said  she,  as 
her  daughter  sat  watching  her  take  off  her 
riding  habit. 

^' Don't  mount  a  horse  any  more,"  said 
Kate. 

''It  is  not  the  horse,  it  is  you,"  answered 
her  mother.  "You  treat  Lord  Blake  shame- 
fully." 

''What  have  I  done?" 

"  Nothing !  You  do  nothing;  that  is  where 
the  trouble  is." 

'^WhatshaUIdo?" 

"Talk." 

"I  do  talk,  but  probably  not  as  you  wish 
me  to  do.     Night  before  last  we  sat  in  the 
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porch  in  the  moonhght,  and  I  told  Lord 
Blake  to  beware  of  the  dog  when  he  left  me 
and  went  down  the  garden  walk  on  his  way 
to  the  hotel." 

'I  heard  all  the  conversation,"  said  Mrs. 
Powell. 

"Then  you  were  spying  us,  mamma.  Can- 
not you  trust  me  with  a  nobleman  of  Scot- 
land ?  You  must  know  that  I'll  never  marry 
him,  no,  not  even  were  he  the  Prince  of 
Wales  himself." 

"Then  what  is  your  intention  ?"  was  the 
exasperated  inquiry. 

"I  shall  go  and  hunt  up  Paul  Cartridge 
and  marry  him." 

"What,  that  rascal!" 

"He  is  not  a  rascal." 

Kate's  eyes  flashed,  and  there  was  scorn 
in  her  face. 

"I'll  prove  it  before  a  court  and  jury," 
answered  her  mother. 

Mrs.  Powell's  countenance  turned  as  black 
as  night  for  a  second.     An  angry  look  came 
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there  that  made  Kate  shudder.  It  was  a 
pitiful  expression  of  thwarted  ambition, 
which  ended  in  a  fit  of  violent  weeping  as 
she  flung  herself  on  a  lounge. 

It  hurt  Kate  to  see  her  mother  in  such  a 
mood.  The  woman  sobbed  as  though  her 
heart  would  break,  and  cast  reproachful 
glances  at  Kate,  fit  to  melt  a  heart  of  stone. 

Kate  started  to  leave  the  room,  her  step 
unsteady,  when  her  father  entered  and  held 
her. 

''Must  we  have  a  repetition  of  these  scenes 
every  day  ?"  he  asked  in  anguish.  ''Must 
this  house  of  mine  be  made  a  place  of  misery, 
with  everybody  unhappy  on  account  of  that 
lord  ?  If  Kate  does  not  want  him  she  shall 
not  have  the  man,  and  I  will  do  all  I  can  to 
help  her  in  her  object.  Things  have  come 
to  a  pretty  pass,  indeed  ! " 

Mrs.  Powell  arose  from  the  sofa,  her  proud 
and  stately  form  wilted,  and  with  the  tears 
starting  anew  went  sobbing  afresh  from  the 
room.     Her  appearance  was  indeed  piteous, 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  201 

I  may  say,  in  its  expression  of  bitter  grief 
and  woe. 

Mr.  Powell  stoo.d  still,  and  Kate  regarded 
him  with  a  frightened  air. 

In  the  hail  there  were  words.  It  was  the 
voice  of  the  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin,  who  had  just 
come  in.  All  that  father  and  daughter  could 
catch  were  the  consolatory  words,  *'Dear 
Mrs.  PoweU,  do  not  worry;  you  must  bear 
with  him." 

''  He  is  so  queer,"  was  her  half  inarticulate 
reply, 

"But  he  is  your  husband,"  said  the  clergy- 
man, in  an  admonitory  tone.  "AU  wiU  yet 
be  well.     Is  Lord  Blake  in  the  house  ?" 

"  No,  he  has  not  arrived  at  the  house  yet.'' 

Mr.  Powell  started  to  go  out  to  his  wife 
and  the  clergyman. 

"Stay,  father,  stay,"  cried  Kate  catching 
him  by  the  sleeve.  "Do  not  do  anything 
rash.  Preserve  your  dignity  and  self  re- 
spect." 

"I  will , "  he  answered  more  calmly. ' ^  Now 
go,  daughter,  and  leave  me  alone." 
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He  pushed  her  from  the  room  by  another 
door,  and  then  locking  all  the  doors  he 
paced  the  floor  in  silent  abstraction. 

^^Why  did  I  ever  marry  that  woman  ?" 
he  asked  himself.  ^'Her  social  ambition 
will  be  the  death  of  us  all.  She  was  all 
right,  a  good  woman,  and  a  faithful  wife, 
until  I  began  to  make  money  hand  over  fist, 
and  she  was  able  to  gratify  her  every  whim. 
But  now  she  is  miserable,  as  miserable  as  I 
am,  and  once  she  was  happy  in  a  plain  calico 
dress  as  she  stood  in  the  kitchen  of  the  old 
house  at  Lycurgus,  broiling  the  steak  for 
noon  dinner  and  watching  for  my  step,  as  I 
came  up  the  walk  from  the  store." 


CHAPTER   XXVII 

KA.TE  GOES  TO  FIND  PAUL 

The  next  day  was  the  Sabbath.  After 
breakfast  Kate  wandered  over  the  hills  back 
of  the  house,  in  the  bright  summer  sun- 
shine. The  air  was  fresh,  and  the  scene  on 
every  hand  was  peaceful  and  pastoral.  It 
seemed  to  her  as  though  these  grim  old 
rocks  lost  some  of  their  sternness  in  keeping 
with  the  day.  But  her  heart  was  troubled. 
She  could  find  no  rest  anywhere. 

She  heard  the  village  bells  ringing  for 
church,  and  she  felt  like  a  pagan  and  de- 
clared that  she  was  a  pagan  in  persisting  in 
keeping  away  from  worship  in  the  church 
where  her  mother  attended. 

It  had  been  Lord  Blake's  habit  of  late  to 
call  at  the  house,  and  attend  service  with  the 
family.  She  resented  this,  because  it  gave 
color  to  the  report  that  the  lord  and  she 
were  engaged. 
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yhe  had  peremptorily  refused  to  go  to 
church  that  morning,  and  had  got  away 
from  the  house,  before  the  arrival  of  the 
lord.  In  hurrying  to  the  hills  she  had  made 
a  detour  by  a  side  garden,  and  on  her  way 
she  passed  near  where  her  father  sat  in  his 
shirt  sleeves  whittling  industriously. 

He  looked  listless  and  melancholy,  and  he 
seemed  to  wish  her  to  stop  for  a  talk  but  she 
could  not. 

The  storm  of  the  previous  evening  had  not 
cleared.  He  was  not  whittling  so  industri- 
ously for  nothing.  And  her  mother  in  the 
house,  had  shown  herself  as  unusually  stern 
as  she  prepared  for  church  service.  At  the 
same  time,  she  had  an  air  of  resignation, 
mixed  with  the  calmness  of  a  lady  of  cul- 
ture, who  has  to  dwell  among  the  unappre- 
ciative.  It  was  evidently  the  expression  of 
a  person  ready  and  expecting  to  suffer,  and 
looking  for  nothing  better  than  contumely. 

It  was  beautiful,  no  doubt,  to  those  who 
understood  the  unfortunate  position  of  Mrs. 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  205 

Powell.  But  at  the  same  time  she  was  no 
hypocrite.  She  considered  herself  a  cruelly 
wronged  woman.  In  church  that  morning 
the  tears  were  in  her  eyes  listening  to  the 
earnest  words  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin. 

Kate's  attire  was  not  as  tidy  as  it  might 
have  been  as  she  wandered  over  the  hills 
that  bright  Sabbath  morning.  She  knew 
that  she  was  becoming  careless  of  her  looks. 
Her  face  was  flushed,  her  hair  in  disorder, 
she  carried  a  sun  umbrella,  but  it  was  used 
as  a  walking  stick,  rather  than  carried  for 
protection.  Weary  with  walking,  and  un- 
able to  satisfy  her  mind,  she  flung  herself 
on  the  grass,  and  half  reclining  against  a 
tree,  she  gave  herself  up  to  painful  reflec- 
tions. 

Her  shoe  was  unlaced,  and  she  proceeded 
to  tie  it  with  nervous  hands. 

There  was  a  rustle  of  branches,  and  she 
thought  somebody  was  coming.  It  proved 
to  be  only  one  of  the  house  dogs,  Caezar,  a 
great,   black,   handsome  animal,    who  had 
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followed  her  to  tho  v/oods,  and  ran  de- 
lightedly to  her. 

She  pulled  him  to  her,  and  stroked  his 
shaggy  hide,  and  then  sent  him  away.  She 
wished  to  be  alone. 

Her  thoughts  recurred  to  Paul  Cartridge 
again  and  again.  Far  away  she  could  see 
the  smoke  that  ascended  from  his  father  s 
chimney.  The  plain,  unpretentious  house 
had  a  sad  and  forlorn  appearance  to  her,  in 
the  landscape,  probably  because  of  the 
trouble  that  she  knew  rested  there. 

The  son  was  in  disgrace  and  a  fugitive 
from  justice,  to  quote  the  words  of  the  Eev. 
Dr.  Darwin.  Kate  half  raised  from  her 
reclining  position,  and  the  thought  struck 
her  that  she  would  go  in  search  of  Paul. 

Her  flight  might  solve  the  problem.  If 
she  were  gone,  Lord  Blake  might  retire  in 
despair. 

Could  she  leave  without  notice  and  vnth- 
out  warning  'i  She  was  ready  for  anything, 
rather  than  the  life  she  led.     The    saving 
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grace  of  morality  was  in  her,  and  this  kept 
her  from  the  temptation  to  sin;  but  she  felt 
that  she  must  burst  these  agonizing  fetters 
and  fly;  and  arousing  suddenly  she  hurried 
down  the  hill  to  the  village,  where  she 
stopped  abashed  at  the  sight  of  church  peo- 
ple returning  from  Divine  service. 

She  could  not  avoid  some  of  them  on  the 
walk,  and  her  face  turned  crimson.  There 
was  a  rent  in  her  dress,  which  she  had  care- 
lessly pinned  up.  She  could  not  avoid  the 
curious  stares,  and  abruptly  turning  about, 
she  retraced  her  way  in  the  street. 

As  she  neared  the  depot  she  remembered 
that  the  south-bound  train,  the  only  train  of 
the  Sabbath  soon  passed  through  Lycurgus, 
on  its  way  to  New  York.  It  was  almost  a 
sacrilege,  that  the  train,  awakening  the  Sab- 
bath solitudes  of  the  little  village  ;  snorting, 
puffing,  and  hooting,  gliding  hke  a  black 
and  wriggling  snake  through  quiet  land- 
scapes, where  rest  and  peace  seemed  eternal. 

Kate  saw  the  train  nearing  the  depot. 
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There  were  few  people  about.  She  went  to 
the  depot  when  the  train  stopped  only  a 
moment,  but  in  that  moment  Kate  Pov/ell 
was  in  a  car,  and  was  being  borne  rapidly 
away. 

She  was  exultant.  She  thought  only  of 
reaching  New  York,  where  she  should  find 
Paul;  she  knew  that  she  should  find  him  in 
New  York. 

She  hurriedly  took  a  seat,  and  began  to 
feel  for  a  pocket  book.  As  a  millionaire's 
daughter,  it  is  to  expected  that  she  would 
have  had  money  by  her,  and  such  was  the 
fact.  She  had  found  two  hundred  and  forty 
dollars  when  the  conductor  made  his  appear- 
ance. She  gave  him  the  amount  of  her 
fare,  and  received  a  rebate  check  which  she 
dropped  on  the  floor. 

The  conductor  was  a  stranger.  She  saw 
no  one  on  the  cars  that  she  knew.  She  had 
shpped  into  the  train  on  the  nether  side. 

And  now  she  was  speeding  southward  on 
the  fast  express  in  search  of  Paul  Cartridge, 
who,  she  felt,  must  be  in  New  York. 
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What  she  should  do  when  she  found  him 
was  more  than  she  could  tell.  Perhaps 
nothing.  It  was  sufficient  now,  wicked  girl 
that  she  was,  to  be  flying  from  her  mother 
and  Lord  Blake. 

She  was  aware  of  the  fact  that  she  could 
liardly  be  considered  a  society  woman. 
What  it  was  that  she  might  be  she  could 
hardly  tell.  The  swift  motion  of  the  traiji, 
the  fleeting,  ever-changing  landscape  aroused 
and  exhilarated  her.  If  there  was  gypsy 
blood  in  those  veins,  it  now  began  to  bound 
and  leap.     The  dark  eyes  kindled. 

But  there  must  be  some  regard  to  appear- 
ance. The  woman  whom  a  genuine  English 
lord,  not  a  French  count  or  Itahan  marquis 
v/ould  woo,  must  improve  herself.  It  was 
a  taunting,  bitter  thought  with  her,  that  it 
had  been  an  English  lord,  and  not  a  foreign 
talking  friccasse  of  some  hybrid  monkey 
type.  One  of  her  shoes  persisted  in  remain- 
ing unlaced,  and  she  tied  the  strings  again. 

Nobody  on  the  train  paid  an}^  particular 
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attention  to  her.  Opposite  was  a  glass  and 
she  saw  her  face  rosy  with  excitement.  She 
knew  that  it  was  a  face  to  attract  attention. 

She  arranged  her  hat  more  properly  on 
her  head,  and  looked  for  gloves.  She  found 
them,  and  spent  much  time  in  putting  them 
on,  and  fitting  them  to  her  hands. 

Night  was  gathering  as  the  train  sped  on. 
She  was  leaving  her  home,  for,  she  knew 
not  what  !  Evening  bells  for  church  service 
in  villages  which  the  train  passed  made  her 
feel  sad.  She  saw  people  entering  the  edifices 
in  the  gloaming,  and  they  looked  uncanny 
and  unreal. 

Tears  welled  in  her  eyes  and  she  hastily 
wiped  them  away,  as  she  saw  a  man  with  a 
dark  beard  streaked  with  gray  looking  at 
her  intently. 

She  had  an  idea  that  her  mother  was 
employing  detectives  to  hunt  down  Paul 
Cartridge.  This  she  judged  by  a  hint 
thrown  out  once.  It  would  be  her  business 
to  warn  Paul  of  danger. 
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The  lamps  in  the  cars  were  lighted.  Night 
gathered  deeper,  and  only  blackness  was 
observable  from  the  windows. 

She  fell  into  an  uncomfortable  doze,  her 
head  resting  painfully  at  the  side  of  the 
seat.  And  the  train  rattled,  bumped, 
shrieked,  and  roared,  drawing  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  modern  Babylon  every  mo- 
ment. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

MRS.    GENERAL    UNICORN 

It  was  midnight  when  the  train  rolled 
into  the  depot.  She  was  a&ighted,  and 
passed  out  with  the  others  half  dazed.  She 
was  suddenly  in  a  blaze  of  flashing  light, 
the  rattle  of  late  cars,  and  the  sound  of  a 
few  belated  carriages  roUing  over  the  soft 
pavement. 

She  eluded  the  hackmen,  and  once  away 
from  the  noise  and  rush  she  began  to  think 
of  what  she  should  do. 

Summoning  up  her  courage,  she  entered  a 
hotel  and  paid  for  a  night's  lodging,  though 
she  knew  that  she  was  taking  great  chances 
in  the  place. 

The  apartment  given  her  seemed  bare  and 
dreary  enough  to  one  w^ho  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  the  luxuries  of  life,  and  her  first 
effort  was  to  see  that  the  door  and  windows 
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were  secure,  after  which  she  peered  cauti- 
ously under  the  bed  and  into  the  closet  to 
see  if  a  man  was  concealed  there  and  wait- 
ing to  rob  some  one. 

She  was  up  betimes  as  early  as  possible, 
and  was  away,  journeying  further  down 
town  ward,  and  then  breakfasting  at  a 
restaurant. 

She  was  astonished  at  her  appearance  in  a 
glass.  Her  eyes  were  now  wild  and  hollow; 
her  face  hectic  and  looked  pinched.  But 
she  was  hungry  and  made  a  good  meal. 

Then  she  went  to  look  for  a  boarding 
house.  She  had  never  had  any  experience 
of  these  places,  and  she  was  soon  tired  and 
weary  of  her  wanderings. 

She  could  find  no  house  that  she  liked. 

One  woman,  scheming,  cruel,  with  dollars 
and  cents  apparently  stamped  all  over  her 
face,  asked  Kate  if  she  had  any  references. 

''No,"  responded  Kate. 

'^I  thought  as  much." 

And  Kate  walked  away. 
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Finally  she  rang  a  bell  in  Waverley  Place, 
and  the  door  was  opened  by  a  stout,  kindly- 
faced  woman,  who  smiled  pleasantly  and 
invited  her  in. 

She  escorted  Kate  to  the  parlor  and  made 
her  sit  down  at  the  piano  and  play  before 
Kate  could  utter  a  word. 

*^  You'll  do  beautifully,"  said  the  woman. 
*^IVe  been  looking  for  you  all  the  morning; 
you  are  engaged. " 

*'I  do  not  understand  you,"  remarked 
Kate,  turning  on  the  stool. 

'*  Why  you  saw  my  advertisement  in  the 
Blizzard  didn't  you  for  a  lady  to  board  and 
pay  by  teaching  my  Cordeha  music  ? "  went 
on  the  woman. 

^^  Oh!  "exclaimed  Kate. 

**You  are  the  seventh  person  who  has 
been  here  already  in  answer  to  the  advertise- 
ment," said  the  woman.  '^Some  of  them 
were  frightful.  They  banged  the  piano  as 
though  they  were  mad  at  it.  They  hit  it, 
and  thumped  it,  and  hammered  on  it;  but 
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your  touch  is  good,  I  have  a  fine  ear  for 
music,  and  1  can't  be  fooled.  Now,  tell  me, 
what  is  your  name,  please  ? " 

Kate  hesitated. 

Then  she  spoke. 

*^  Mary  Lawson,"  was  her  reply. 

''Where  do  you  live?" 

''In  the  country." 

There  was  confusion  in  Kate's  manner, 
and  the  woman  noticed  this,  but  did  not 
seem  to  care. 

"Hike  your  looks,"  said  she,  "and  that 
is  enough.  I  am  Southern,  and  do  not 
believe  I'll  ever  get  used  to  the  hard  ways  of 
these  New  Yorkers.  I  run  this  boarding 
house,  and  make  a  pretty  fair  living,  you 
know.  It  is  sometimes  called  the  Drum- 
mers' Retreat.  Drummers  when  they  arrive 
in  town  come  here,  because  I  let  them 
whistle  and  sing,  and  do  about  as  they 
choose.  My  other  boarders  are  salesladies. 
The  place  is  genteel  and  select.  My  name 
is  Unicorn.      My  husband   was   Brigadier- 
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General  Unicorn.  He  was  in  the  Confed- 
erate army,  and  is  now  dead." 

And  thus  Mrs.  Unicorn  rattled  on. 

She  brought  her  little  daughter,  Cordelia, 
into  the  room,  and  introduced  her  to  this 
new  teacher. 

She  made  Kate  take  off  her  hat  and  gloves, 
and  then  got  her  a  cup  of  tea  and  some 
toast. 

After  this  she  escorted  Kate  to  her  room. 

Then  she  said  abruptly,  but  pleasantly, 
^^  Shall  I  send  for  your  baggage  ? " 

^'I  have  none,"  was  the  despairing  answer 
of  Kate. 

*' Never  mind,  my  dear,"  answered  Mrs. 
Unicorn.     *^  Give  me  a  kiss." 

And  she  cauglit  Kate  suddenly  in  her 
arms  and  pressed  her  lips  to  hers. 

Then  she  bounced  out  of  the  room,  thrust- 
ing her  head  in  to  say  to  Kate  that  she  woulc^ 
call  her  to  lunch.  When  Kate  was  alone 
she  sat  down  by  the  window  and  thought. 

'^This  beats  me  ! "  was  Kate's  reflection. 
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It  was  a  queer  kind  of  a  house.  The  fur- 
niture of  the  parlor  was  in  a  state  of  semi- 
dilapidation.  Springs  protruded  from  the 
black  hair-cloth  sofa.  The  marble-top  cen- 
tre table,  with  its  twisting  carved  w^ooden 
legs,  looked  like  a  relic  of  by -gone  days. 

The  Brussels  carpet  was  faded  and  worn ; 
the  lace  curtains  at  the  windows  were  torn 
and  dingy;  while  from  the  wall  frowned  the 
portrait  of  a  fierce  looking  man  with  long 
black  hair  and  drooping  moustache,  wearing 
a  military  uniform,  who  was  probably  Brig.  - 
Gen.  Unicorn,  of  the  Confederate  States 
army. 

She  was  in  New  York,  but  what  should 
she  do  ? 

She  determined  to  visit  the  stationery  store 
after  lunch,  where  she  used  to  receive  letters 
from  Paul. 

A  couple  of  salesladies  from  a  dry  goods 
house  on  Sixth  avenue  were  the  only  guests 
at  lunch,  save  Kate. 

The  salesladies  were  very  chatty,  and 
seemed  to  regard  Kate  w^ith  idle  curiosty. 
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She  walked  by  the  stationery  store  several 
times  before  she  plucked  the  courage  to 
enter,  and  found  that  the  woman  who  was 
once  there  had  died. 

The  ordeal  came  at  night  and  the  dinner 
hour,  and  she  was  obliged  to  meet  a  curious 
room-full  of  people. 

Some  of  the  men  tried  to  make  an  impres- 
sion on  Kate,  and  she  regarded  them  with 
hardly  disguised  aversion.  Their  clothes 
were  too  gorgeous  and  stylish,  their  hats  too 
shiny,  their  jewelry  too  pronounced. 

She  went  to  her  room  early,  and  again  sat 
by  her  window,  this  time  in  the  dark. 

All  was  noise  and  gaiety  below  stairs;  peals 
of  laughter  and  talk  were  heard  at  frequent 
intervals.  Some  one  was  banging  on  the 
piano  as  though  she  would  bang  it  to  pieces. 
There  was  a  sudden  fall  and  jar  as  though 
the  house  was  about  to  fall  to  pieces. 

This  was  followed  by  more  shrieks  of 
laughter.  Kate  was  not  used  to  these  things 
and  she  cried.  She  began  to  realize  that  she 
was  alone  in  the  world. 
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There  was  a  knock  at  her  door  and  Mrs. 
Unicorn  entered. 

^'  Do  they  disturb  you  ?"  asked  she. 

^'Not  in  the  least,"  was  the  reply.  *^I  love 
noise." 

One  day  she  found  the  courage  to  walk  by 
her  father's  town  residence.  The  brown 
stone  mansion  looked  lonesome  and  deserted. 
She  could  not  find  courage  to  do  anything, 
and  felt  that  she  was  failing  in  strength  and 
fortitude. 

She  put  a  personal  in  the  Morning  Blizzard 
with  the  hope  that  it  might  reach  the  eye  of 
Paul  Cartridge;  but  no  answer  came  to  it. 


CHAPTEK  XXIX 

KATE   FAINTS  AWAY 

The  little  girl  Cordelia  proved  an  apt 
scholar,  but  the  piano  was  so  banged  out  of 
all  semblance  of  tune  that  Kate  could 
extract  but  little  music  from  it.  She  began 
to  neglect  her  duties  as  a  teacher,  and  often 
promenaded  the  halls  of  the  house  with  dis- 
hevelled hair,  and  a  loose  trailing  gown. 

^^My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn  to  her  one 
morning,  ^^  I  fear  you  are  troubled  in  mind 
about  something.  Tell  me.  Let  me  be 
your  friend." 

Kate  shook  her  head  slowly,  and  sadly 
smiled. 

^'  All  right,  my  dear,"  answered  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn, walking  away. 

'*  What  do  you  make  of  that  Miss  Law- 
son?"  said  one  of  the  inquisitive  female 
boarders. 
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**Sheisnot  feeling  well,"  answered  good 
Mrs.  Unicorn. 

'^  I  think  she  is  a  httle  off,"  was  the  abrupt 
reply. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  continued  on  perturbed  in 
mind. 

The  situation  would  have  been  more  bear- 
able had  not  the  male  boarders  paid  Kate 
the  most  marked  attention.  They  talked 
indirectly  to  her  in  a  way  that  she  could  not 
endure.  They  were  continually  claiujing 
some  female  as  a  best  girl,  or  a  second  best 
girl. 

Their  lives  were  divided  in  equal  parts 
between  business  and  flirtation.  They  \\  ere 
continually  bolting  in  and  out  of  the  house 
bolting  their  meals,  and  bolting  away,  and 
talking  about  the  various  money-making 
occupations  in  which  they  were  engaged. 
Everything  with  them  was  admired  by  its 
money  valuation.  This  thing  cost  so  much, 
and  that  thing  could  not  be  obtained  for  less 
than  so  much. 
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There  was  one  elderly  man  at  the  house,  a 
man  with  reddish  face,  and  whiskers  and  a 
bald  head,  who  was  attentive  to  Kate  until 
she  gave  him  a  decided  snub.  She  learned 
that  he  had  a  wife  and  six  small  children  in 
Worcester,  Massachusetts.  After  she  had 
put  him  in  his  place  ifc  was  almost  pitiful  to 
her  to  observe  the  mute,  resigned  look  which 
he  assumed,  sitting  opposite  at  dinner  and 
fixing  his  dull,  fishy  eyes  on  her,  as  he  plied 
his  knife  and  fork. 

This  man  was  the  butt  of  the  others,  on 
account  of  his  mature  age,  and  his  constant 
desire  to  make  an  impression  on  the  ladies. 

One  evening  he  came  stumbhng  home 
lato,  and  when  he  entered  his  room  in  the 
dark  he  encountered  a  white  moving  object, 
that  so  terrified  him,  that  his  blood  ran 
cold. 

He  shrieked  for  help,  and  ran  into  the 
hall  when  the  goat,  placed  in  his  room  by  his 
mischief  loving  fellow  boarders,  ran  out,  and 
after  bucking    against  him  several    times, 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  223 

hurried  clattering  down  the  stairs,  to  the 
lower  hall  making  a  terrible  noise. 

The  whole  house  was  aroused  on  this  occa- 
sion, and  there  were  laughter,  screaming, 
shouts,  and  talk  from  twenty  boarders  run- 
ning hither  and  thither. 

Life  like  this  Kate  Powell  found  herself 
unable  to  endure. 

She  began  to  take  long  walks,  at  times 
wandering  in  the  Central  Park  for  hours. 
Often  she  did  not  return  to  dinner,  but  took 
her  meal  alone  in  a  restaurant. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  watched  her  keenly  all  the 
time,  and  was  very  careful  that  she  came  to 
no  harm.  Once  Kate  journeyed  about  the 
streets  all  night  and  came  to  the  basement 
door  in  the  morning,  her  clothing  damp. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  bade  the  servant  say  noth- 
ing, but  saw  that  Kate  was  put  to  bed  where 
the  good  landlady  gave  her  a  mother's  care 
and  nursing.  It  was  often  that  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn stood  watching  Kate  when  the  girl  was 
asleep,  and  noticed  the  feverish  unrest,  th^ 
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uneasy  moving  of  the  arms  to  and  fro,  the 
muttered  words,  coming  from  the  parched 
lips. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  feared  a  raging  fever,  but 
kept  her  under  the  best  of  care. 

She  had  now  grown  so  careful  she  would 
not  allow  Kate  to  go  from  the  house  if  she 
could  help  it. 

One  evening  when  the  air  was  soft  and 
warm,  Kate  sat  near  her  window  when  she 
rallied  with  a  sudden  desire  again  to  go  and 
seek  for  Paul.  She  knew  that  he  was  in  the 
city,  and  she  was  determined  to  find  him 
that  night. 

Feeble  though  she  was,  Kate  at  once  put 
on  her  hat,  gloves  and  shoes,  and  picked  the 
locked  door  with  a  hairpin. 

In  a  moment  she  was  down  the  stairs,  and 
passing  through  the  hall,  and  by  the  door 
leading  to  the  parlor,  where  several  of  them 
were  singing  and  pounding  on  the  piano. 

It  was  the  work  of  only  a  second  to  pull 
the  latch,  and  Kate  was  in  the  street. 
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She  walked  along  but  her  limbs  refused  to 
carry  her.  She  w^as  very  weak,  and  she  fell 
in  a  faint.  As  luck  would  liave  it  she  was 
next  door  to  a  station  house.  The  captain 
himself  saw  Kate  and  had  her  brought 
within.  He  did  not  deem  it  expedient  to 
call  an  ambulance,  and  have  her  sent  home, 
or  to  the  hospital,  but  he  directed  that  the 
matron  should  provide  her  with  rest  on  a 
couch  in  his  private  office. 

Unable  to  talk  sufficiently  to  tell  where 
she  came  from,  he  determined  to  wait  until 
morning  to  see  if  some  of  her  friends  came 
for  her. 

She  was  a  lady  of  refined  appearance,  no 
doubt,  and  some  one  would  appear  and 
make  inquiries. 


CHAPTER  XXX 

BIXBY  WANTS  TO  KNOW  ABOUT  IT 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby,  the  friend  of  Paul 
Cartridge,  entered  the  station  house  when 
morning  came,  and  caught  a  glimpse  of 
Kate  Powell  in  the  captain's  office. 

She  was  walking  the  floor,  and  was  alone. 
Her  face  was  white,  and  her  hair  had  par- 
tially escaped,  and  rolled  down  her  back. 

Her  black  dress  contrasted  with  the  livid- 
ness  of  her  complexion.  Her  hands  were 
clasped  before  her,  and  she  presented  a  pic- 
ture of  the  most  abject  despair. 

Bixby  bolted  in  there,  and  immediately 
pulled  out  his  note  book  and  pencil. 

**  Oh,  how  dye  do  Miss  " and  then  he 

stopped. 

She  gave  him  a  look  of  blank  amazement. 

^* Excuse  me,"  said  he,  "I  thought  you 
Were  gome  one  else.-'     (T^m   he  gave  a 
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glance  around  and  continued).  *^Do  you 
wish  to  make  a  statement  ?  I  will  give  your 
side  of  the  story  ?  " 

'*I  have  no  story  to  tell,"  she  answered, 
with  a  stony  stare  from  her  beautiful  and 
tear-be-dimmed  eyes. 

Just  then  the  captain  came  in. 

"Come,  Bixby  !  get  out,"  said  he. 

Bixby  retired  with  indignation. 

''You  mind  your  business,  and  keep  away 
from  my  private  office,"  said  the  captain. 

''I  was  minding  my  business,"  answered 
Bixby.  ''What  is  other  people's  business 
is  my  business.  That  is  the  law  as  inter- 
preted by  the  court  of  appeals." 

"I  don't  care  a  sou  for  the  court  of  ap- 
peals," answered  the  unterrified  captain. 
"You  keep  out  of  my  office  or  I  will  lock 
you  up." 

Just  then  Mrs.  Unicorn  accompanied  by  a 
lady  friend  arrived  at  the  station  house, 
'^ery  much  excited.  She  was  looking  for 
Kate  and  bad  a  hnrriod  consultation  wit}] 
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the  captain.  In  a  moment  Mrs.  Unicorn 
and  her  lady  friend  were  ushered  into  the 
captain's  office. 

The  captain  followed,  and  locked  the  door 
after  him.  There  was  excited  talk  within, 
the  sound  of  sobs,  expostulations,  and  in  the 
meantime  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  vv^as  boiling 
with-pent  up  excitement. 

He  walked  to  and  fro  in  the  outer  room, 
and  suddenly  the  door  w^as  unlocked  and  the 
captain,  Kate,  Mrs.  Unicorn,  and  her  lady 
friend  made  their  appearance. 

A  carriage  had  been  called,  and  quickly 
stood  at  the  curb.  The  party  hurried  to  the 
street,  and  Bixby  hurried  after  them.  They 
got  out  first,  and  as  Bixby  came  close  after, 
the  door  banged  back  and  hit  him  in  the 
face. 

^^  Served  you  right !  "  laughed  the  police 
captain. 

But  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  was  not  to  be 
daunted,  and  he  ran  from  the  station  house, 
like  a  streak,  and  down  the  street,  on  the 
trail  of  the  f^st-flying  carriage. 
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He  was  determined  to  keep  up  with  the 
vehicle.  He  knew  that  there  was  a  big 
sensation  in  that  carriage,  and  he  was  deter- 
mined to  have  it.  He  ran  until  he  was  out 
of  breath.  He  puffed  and  jianted,  and  the 
distance  between  him  and  the  carriage  in- 
creased. He  felt  that  he  would  probably  be 
obliged  to  give  up,  but  the  thought  was 
agony  to  him. 

It  was  a  sensation,  no  doubt  !  Perhaps  a 
beat  on  all  the  other  papers  !  He  could 
have  cried  as  he  realized  that  he  must  lose 
it.  The  carriage  was  now  almost  out  of 
sight,  and  people  were  staring  at  him,  and 
worse,  were  beginning  to  chase  after  him 
under  the  presumption  that  he  was  an 
escaping  thief. 

One  man  tried  to  catch  him  by  the  collar, 
or  trip  him  up.  The  carriage  turned  a  cor- 
ner and  was  gone.  Bixby  stopped  and  puffed 
and  panted,  regaining  his  breath. 

'^1  will  pay  Captain  Watts  for  this,"  wag 
his  muttered  ejaculation. 
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But  he  had  caught  at  her  name  —  Mary 
Lawson,  residence  No. ,  Waverly  Place. 

He  had  no  time  to  go  there  now.  He 
must  report  at  the  Thunderbolt  office  soon, 
but  he  could  call  at  the  house  later  on. 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

THE  THUNDERBOLT  OFFICE 

Bixby  caught  a  car  that  was  rolling  rap- 
idly down  town,  and  springing  aboard  found 
himself  sitting  opposite  Paul  Cartridge. 

The  young  man  looked  dejected  and  for- 
lorn, but  Bixby  could  not  but  notice  that 
Paul  was  a  fine  looking  fellow. 

Paul  was  tall  and  slim,  and  was  fashion- 
ably dressed.  His  face  was  pale  and  inter- 
esting, his  eyes  and  hair  black,  and  a  small 
black  moustache  gave  him  a  rather  distingue 
air.     He  was  a  man  for  women  to  admire. 

"Don't  be  frightened,"  said  Bixby,  laugh- 
ing and  speaking  in  an  undertone.  "I  do 
not  want  you  for  the  Powell  burglary." 

"  Do  you  want  to  insult  me  ? "  said  Paul. 

*'No,"  was  the  reply,  ^'but  why  will  you 
persist  in  being  so  glum  ?  There  are  plenty 
of  girls  in  the  town.     Why  mourn  your  life 
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away  for  one  you  cannot  win  ?  How  is  Ce- 
lestine  Mullaley  ? " 

^^  I  guess  she  is  all  right." 

^'Has  Tommy  Driscoll  been  threatening 
you  again?" 

^^I  have  not  seen  the  gentleman  since  my 
first  encounter  with  him. " 

'^I  understand  that  Driscoll  is  sure  of  an 
election  to  the  Assembly  1 " 

''He  had  to  get  out  of  Long  Island  City 
jail  before  he  could  work  up  his  boom." 

''You  would  not  dare  to  say  that  to  his 
face,"  observed  Bixby. 

"Nor  you  either!  But  he  does  not  keep 
me  away  from  Celestine  Mullaley,  if  he  did 
shake  his  fist  in  my  face." 

"But  find  some  other  girl,"  said  Bixby. 
"  Do  not  go  about  all  the  time,  moping  over 
Kate  Powell.  You  ought  to  have  seen  the 
girl  that  I  saw  only  a  few  minutes  ago." 

And  Bixby  described  his  encounter  with 
Kate  Powell. 

"She  is  a  girl,"  said  Bixby,  "that  a  man 
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could  fall  in  love  with.  I  could  fall  in  love 
Avith  her  myself.  She  was  as  nice  an  ap- 
pearing girl  as  I  ever  saw;  sweet  face;  and 
there  is  a  sensation  behind  her,  and  I  am 
going  to  have  it,  and  beat  all  the  other 
papers." 

'^  How  will  you  get  it  ? "  asked  Paul. 

**Call  at  her  house  and  obtain  the  story 
from  her." 

"She  will  probably  tell  you  everything." 

"  If  she  doesn't  she  will  be  the  first  person 
that  I  ever  tried  to  interview  and  failed." 

The  car  reached  the  Astor  House,  and  the 
two  young  men  wended  their  way  across  to 
a  huge  brick  building  where  the  sign,  Even- 
ing Thunderbolt,  stared  at  them  in  big 
letters. 

They  ascended  a  pair  of  rickety,  carpetless 
stairs,  and  he  entered  a  room  where  several 
reporters  were  writing  at  tables. 

The  city  editor  was  at  another  table  which 
was  covered  with  a  bewildering  array  of 
pencilled  manuscript,  dusty  books,  papers, 
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tobacco  and  corn  cob  pipes.  The  city  editor 
was  an  active  man  with  a  wearied  look,  and 
a  dark  complexion. 

'^What  you  got,  Bixby?"said  he,  with- 
out looking  up  from  his  work. 

''A  big  sensation,"  answered  Bixby,  detail- 
ing his  adventure  with  Kate  Powell. 

''Well,  why  didn't  you  get  the  story  from 
her  ? "  was  the  impatient  exclamation. 

''She  is  keeping  it  for  me!  I  am  to  call 
at  her  house." 

"And  some  other  reporter  will  get  in 
ahead !  You  are  always  getting  left  on  some 
important  item  of  news,  and  you  are  con- 
tinually telhng  that  you  are  on  the  scent  of 
something  wonderful.  You  beat  anything 
I  ever  saw.  Have  you  heard  of  anything 
else  ?  You  have  not  turned  in  a  hne  of  copy 
in  two  days." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Bixby,  "  I've  got  a  child 
falling  from  a  third-story  window.  How 
wiU  that  fit  ? " 

"Anything  else  ? " 
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^^Man  cut  his  throat  at  the  Gilsey  House; 
bleeding  hke  a  stuck  pig  when  I  saw  him. 
Left  his  love  for  you." 

"What  is  his  name?"  inquired  the  city 
editor. 

"P.  J.  Ahearn." 

"Never  heard  of  him;  but  write  it  up," 
said  the  city  editor,  as  his  pen  flew  over  his 
paper. 

In  the  meantime  Paul  stood  mute. 

"Take  a  seat,"  said  Bixby  motioning  to 
Paul. 

The  latter  found  a  broken  three  legged 
stool,  and  down  he  went  on  the  floor. 

The  city  editor  looked  up  angrily. 

"Try  another  one,"  said  Bixby. 

"No,  thank  you,"  answered  Paul.  "  PU 
stand." 

A  man,  evidently  the  managing  editor, 
rushed  through  the  room  in  his  shirt  sleeves. 
His  hair  was  dishevelled,  and  he  had  a 
restless  eye. 

"Any  society  notes,  Bixby?"  asked  the 
managing  editor. 
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''Not  to-day,"  was  the  reply. 

"Well,  we've  got  the  yellow  fever  com- 
ing up  the  bay ;  there  is  some  consolation  in 
that,"  observed  the  managing  editor.  Then 
tm^ning  to  the  city  editor,  he  added:     ^ 

"Put  a  big  display  on  that  Chinaman 
cutting  off  the  head  of  his  wife,  and  make 
all  you  can  of  the  murderous  row  in  Bleecker 
street.  There  were  three  men  lying  dead 
on  the  sidewalk,  so  I  understand." 

''Four,"  interrupted  a  reporter. 

"Better  yet.     Do  it  up  in  good  shape." 

"How  much  shall  I  make  of  the  crazy 
man  jumping  from  the  roof  of  Sweeny's 
Hotel  ? "  asked  another  reporter. 

"A  column  and  a  half.  The  man  is  a 
member  of  the  Union  League  Club.  And 
don't  forget  the  drunken  wretch  running 
along  Park  Eow  slashing  people  with  a 
sharp  razor.  " 

The  city  editor  nodded. 

Paul  shuddered. 

And  the  managing  editor  disappeared  and 
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was  heard  pouring  forth  a  volley  of  excla- 
mations at  the  foreman  of  the  composing 
room,  in  a  garret -Hke  room  above. 

*^  People  will  evidently  get  their  two 
cents  worth  in  the  paper  to-day,"  was 
Paul's  mental  comment,  but  he  gave  hardly 
a  reflection  in  regard  to  Bixby's  story  about 
the  mysterious  girl  whom  the  latter  had 
met  that  morning. 

One  story  handed  in  by  one  of  the  corps 
of  writers  was  about  a  boy  killed  at  the 
Central  Park  by  an  elephant  knocking  him 
on  the  head  with  his  trunk,  and  another 
was  about  a  brute  who  turned  his  grand- 
mother into  the  street  at  midnight,  and  she 
was  found  dying  in  a  hallway. 


CHAPTER  XXXII 

PAUL  AGREES  TO  MEET  KATE 

Bixby  finished  his  writing,  and  the  city- 
editor  told  him  to  go  to  Steinway  Hall  and 
report  a  dental  convention  there. 

Bixby  had  a  program  of  the  affair^  and 
Paul  and  he  entered  a  saloon,  where  they 
took  seats  at  a  table  in  the  rear  of  the  place. 

There  Bixby  proceeded  with  his  work,  at 
the  same  time  observing  that  he  would  soon 
have  it  done. 

"No  use  in  going  up  there,"  said  he. 
"Puff  the  whole  thing  up,  and  say  it  is 
wonderful." 

Then  he  addressed  himself,  particularly, 
to  Paul. 

"  Wake  up!  "  said  he.  "  Don't  be  so  blue. 
See  the  girl  that  I  saw  to-day,  and  you  will 
soon  forget  your  romantic  notions  about 
Kate  Powell." 

(238) 
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''  What  kind  of  a  girl  is  she  ? "  asked  Paul, 
listlessly. 

"Fascinating.  She  has  a  sweet,  sad,  pale 
face  that  haunts  me." 

"And  you  think  that  I  can  fall  in  love 
with  her  !  You  must  think  such  things  are 
done  to  order." 

"Ill  tell  you  what,"  remarked  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby,  "I  am  going  to  the  lady's 
house  this  evening  to  have  a  talk  with  her. 
Come  along  with  me." 

Paul  absently  shook  his  head. 

"Then  what  do  you  want!"  inquired 
Bixby. 

"I  want  to  die,"  came  in  melancholy 
cadences. 

Bixby  burst  into  a  laugh. 

"You  may  as  well  give  up  Kate  Powell,'^ 
observed  Bixby.  "  She  is  certain  to  marry 
the  lord.  As  soon  as  that  is  accomplished 
Mrs.  Powell  may  be  convinced  of  her  mis- 
take about  seeing  you  with  the  burglars." 

"  There  seems  no  great  effort  at  an  arrest 
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*'  You  are  in  disguise,  but  you  cannot  tell 
what  the  detectives  may  be  doing.  Possibly 
they  may  be  closer  on  your  trail  than  you 
imagine." 

^*  It  is  not  possible  that  you  would  prove 
untrue  to  me  ? "  was  Paul's  disconcerted 
remark. 

'*  Most  certainly  not,  but  I  wish  you  to 
leave  making  a  fool  of  yourself.  You  will  not 
take  Celestine  Mullaley,  the  daughter  of  one 
of  the  ruling  famihes  of  the  great  city  of 
New  York,  who  is  ready  to  throw  herself 
into  your  arms.  Allied  to  the  powerful 
tribe  of  the  Mullaleys,  you  could  soon  enter 
upon  a  prosperous  and  honorable  public 
career." 

Paul  finally  promised  Bixby  to  meet  him 
at  five  o'clock  that  evening,  and  go  with  him 
to  see  the  strange  girl  in  Waverly  place. 

Paul  said  he  would  be  at  Jakey  Schles- 
singer's  in  Sixth  avenue,  at  the  hour  named. 

They  then  passed  into  the  street,  and 
Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  returned  to  the  TJiun- 
derholt  ofifice. 
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Paul  was  promptly  at  hand  at  Jakey 
Schlessinger's  as  the  clock  struck  five. 

The  rotund  aud  jolly  Jakey,  in  his  shirt 
sleeves,  aud  with  vest  unbuttoned  was  busy 
dispensing  the  amber  liquid  of  Gambrinus 
to  people  as  they  came  and  went. 

Paul  called  for  a  potion,  drank  it,  and 
then  sat  down  in  an  obscure  corner  to  wait 
for  the  coming  of  his  friend. 

Paul  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  might 
as  well  find  a  little  diversion  for  the  evening. 

Bixby  was  a  great  fellow,  and  Paul  felt 
that  he  could  have  enjoyed  his  company 
very  much,  but  for  the  troubles  continually 
weighing  upon  him. 

There  was  enterprise  no  doubt  in  Mr. 
Bixby.  Ho  had  told  Paul  of  the  way  he 
once  scored  a  great  beat  on  the  other  papers 
by  telegraphing  by  hand  pressures  to  a  man 
dying  in  a  hospital.  The  man  was  an  old 
operator,  and  Bixby  knew  the  art,  and  he 
telegraphed  to  him,  and  as  a  result,  the 
Tliunderholt  had  a  big  sensational  story,  and 
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one  of  the  reporters  of  the  city,  chagrined 
because  he  was  left,  committed  suicide,  and 
there  was  another  column  article  with  scare 
heads. 

The  clock  got  around  to  half-past  five,  and 
still  there  was  no  appearance  of  Bixby. 

The  watchful  Jakey  eyed  Paul  as  he 
nibbled  at  a  pretzel  in  his  solitary  corner, 
and  ventured  to  make  himself  agreeable. 

^'Dot  Pixby  vas  a  great  reporter,"  said 
Jakey,  taking  a  seat  by  Paul.  ^^He  put 
my  daughter  in  vonce  as  ter  belle  of  the  ball 
of  dose  Schutzenfest  Association  at  Military 
Hall,  and  he  gif  her  so  many  diamonds  that 
I  haf  no  peace  mit  my  creditors  for  a  minute 
afterward. " 

''Yes,  he  is  a  great  society  commentator 
and  critic,"  said  Paul.  "  The  Morning  Bliz- 
zard has  employed  him  more  than  once  to 
cover  some  of  the  swellest  affairs  of  the 
town,  but  he  is  such  an  arrant  Bohemian 
that  it  is  not  always  safe  to  trust  him." 

"  But  Pixby  vas  a  goot  feller/'  remarked 
Jakey. 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  243 

"He  is  a  good  fellow  enough,"  answered 
Paul. 

The  hands  of  the  clock  pointed  at  fifteen 
minutes  of  six,  and  still  no  Bixby. 

Paul  began  to  get  uneasy.  He  was  deter- 
mined to  wait  no  longer,  and  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  take  an  evening  stroll 
through  the  streets. 


CHAPTER   XXXIII 

UNSEEMLY  CONDUCT  OF  REUBEN  F.  JENKS 

Six  o'clock  struck,  and  Paul  arose  to  go. 
He  had  a  parting  drink  of  beer  with  Jakey 
Schlessinger,  and  passed  out  at  a  side  door 
wondering  as  to  why  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby 
did  not  keep  his  appointment. 

As  Paul  left  by  this  side  door,  Bixby  en- 
tered the  place  by  the  front  door. 

^^  I  had  an  engagement  to  meet  a  man 
here,"  remarked  Bixby,  looking  around  the 
place.  "I  am  an  hour  late,  I  hoped  he 
would  wait.     It  seems  that  he  would  not." 

Then  the  disappointed  Bixby  took  a  beer 
with  Jakey  Schlessinger,  and  remarking 
that  he  had  important  business  to  attend  to 
hurried  away. 

He  was  determined  to  call  on  Kate  Powell 
whom  he  knew  as  Mary  Lawson,  and  get  a 
good  story  from  her.     He  was  positive  that 

(244) 


A   RUNA.WAY   COUPLE  245 

there  was  a  big  sensation  in  the  girl.  All 
the  circumstances  pointed  that  way. 

He  proceeded  to  the  number  of  her  resi- 
dence, which  he  perceived  was  a  boarding 
house. 

He  lifted  his  hat  politely  to  the  girl  who 
answered  his  ring,  asked  for  Miss  Lawson, 
and  was  shown  into  the  parlor. 

The  rickety  horse  hair  furniture  had  a 
chilling  effect  on  his  aesthetic  tastes,  and 
the  odor  of  a  peculiar  kind  of  soup  offended 
the  nostrils  of  a  man  who  had  once  dined  at 
Delmonico's.  He  was  observing  the  glare 
in  the  eagle  eyes  of  the  picture  of  the  late 
Brigadier  General  Unicorn,  C.  S.  A.,  that 
hung  on  the  wall,  when  his  attention  was 
arrested  by  the  entrance  of  the  young  lady 
wliom  he  sought. 

Her  face  was  still  pale,  and  her  black 
dress,  and  drapery  added  to  her  ghostly  ap- 
pearance. 

''Excuse  me,"  said  he.  ^'Is  this  Miss 
Lawson  ? " 
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**  It  is,"  she  answered. 

**Ah!"  said  he,  ^'take  a  seat,"  at  the 
same  time  feeling  in  his  pocket  for  his  note 
book  and  pencil.  ''  I  presumed  I  might  be 
of  some  service  to  you,  and  thought  I  would 
call." 

"  I  prefer  to  stand,"  she  answered  quietly. 

"Oh,  suit  yourself,"  he  made  reply,  and 
almost  brought  the  note  book  within  sight. 
He  knew  just  how  far  he  could  go  with  the 
note  book.  Some  were  enraged  at  sight  of 
it,  and  others  welcomed  it  with  joy. 

"I  —  I  thought  you  might  be  in  trouble," 
he  added,  "felt  like  coming  and  offering 
you  any  assistance  that  might  be  in  my 
power.  I  hope  you  have  recovered  from 
the  accident  that  befell  you  in  the  police 
station." 

"Pohce  station?"  she  murmured,  va- 
cantly, as  though  she  hardly  understood. 

"Yes,  you  know  I  ran  on  to  you  at  Cap- 
tain Watts'  office  this  morning." 

A  light  dawned  on  her  mind. 
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^'  Oh,  you  are  the  gentleman,  whom  I  "  — 

"Yes,  you  know,  that  is  it  !  " 

"I  supposed  you  were  from  Macy's  with 
that  spool  of  thread  I  ordered,"  said  she. 

"No,  excuse  me,  I  am  not  in  the  dry 
goods  trade.  I  am  a  literary  man,"  and  he 
gave  another  clutch  at  his  notebook.  "I 
would  like  to  hear  what  you  have  to  say.  I 
hope  you  are  feeling  better  ? " 

"Much  better,"  she  answered,  briefly. 

"I  suppose  you  don't  belong  to  New 
York?"  he  asked. 

"No!" 

The  words  fell  defiantly  from  her  parched, 
pale  lips. 

He  looked  embarrassed  and  hurt. 

"  You  see,"  he  went  on, "  if  I  could  be  of  any 
assistance  to  you,  I  would  be  much  pleased. 
Strangers  in  this  city  often  want  some  one 
to  pilot  them  around,"  this  was  a  bad  break 
and  he  knew  it  and  colored.  "  I  don't  mean 
that  exactly,  but  I  feel  extremely  interested 
in  your  welfare,  and  any  statement  that  you 
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may  make  will  be  treated  in  the  strictest 
confidence  for  publication." 

*' There  is  no  statement  to  make,"  said 
she,  harshly. 

*^Have  you  no  complaint  to  make  about 
the  way  you  were  treated  in  the  station 
house  ? " 

'^None,  whatever." 

^*  Anything  you  may  say,  will  be  treated 
in  the  strictest  confidence.  Did  they  refuse 
you  food  during  your  incarceration  ? " 

"  On  the  contrary,  a  very  nice  breakfast 
was  served  for  me." 

''In  a  restaurant?" 

''In  the  stable  with  the  horses,"  she  made 
reply,  in  measured  accents. 

"  How  was  that  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  You  might  ask  the  captain  of  police." 

"  Infamous  outrage! "  he  cried,  as  thoughts 
of  a  glowing  article  flitted  through  his  mind. 

"You  are  a  stranger  to  me,"  said  she. 
*'  May  I  inquire  why  you  presume  to  ask  me 
these  questions  ? " 
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She  was  hitting  home.  Where  should  he 
tell  her  that  he  came  from  ?  The  Humane 
Society  might  do. 

He  said  this,  and  her  lip  curled.  She  did 
not  believe  him. 

*^The  lady  who  came  for  you  at  the  sta- 
tion-house said  that  you  had  a  statement  to 
make  ? " 

"The  lady  that  you  refer  to  never  spoke 
to  you  once,"  she  answered. 

"No?"  he  said  interrogatively.  "You 
are  a  New  York  girl.  I  can  see  that.  You 
are  decidedly  flip"  (he  laughed  confiden- 
tially). "I  did  not  catch  your  first  name. 
Is  it  Mamie  ?  " 

"You  can  call  it  that." 

"  What  is  the  name  of  the  lady  ?  " 

"Unicorn." 

"Can  I  see  her?" 

"  She  is  engaged." 

"Excuse  me,  but  I  must  see  ber,"  said  he 
decidedly.  "I  represent  the  Evening  Thun- 
derbolt, and  seek  only  the  ends  of  justice. 
If  you  would  only  be  frank  " — 
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Kate  started  to  flee  and  met  Mrs.  Unicorn, 
as  the  latter  entered.  They  came  into  col- 
lision and  Kate  burst  into  tears. 

"That  man  ! ''  she  could  only  articulate. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  was  frightened.  Both 
women  disappeared,  skrieking.  Eumors 
that  a  man  was  in  the  parlor  spread  through 
the  house. 

Reuben  F.  Jenks,  engaged  with  Hirshkind 
&  Co.,  importers  of  silk  goods  on  Broadway, 
a  gentleman  celebrated  indeed  as  a  rescuer 
of  unmarried  females  in  distress,  appeared 
on  the  sceue.  Mr.  Jenks  was  a  powerful, 
fine  looking  specimen  of  his  sex. 

Through  with  the  cares  of  the  day,  he  had 
been  taking  his  siesta  in  his  room,  in  smok- 
ing cap  and  jacket.  As  he  entered  the  par- 
lor Simon  Bohvar  Bixby  was  busy  writing 
on  his  note  book,  and  giving  occasional 
winks  at  his  counterfeit  presentiment,  as 
seen  in  a  long  pier  glass  opposite. 

Mr.  Jenks  immediately  recognized  the  in- 
trepid journalist  as  the  man  who  had  ex- 
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posed  his  domestic  infelicities  with  his  third 
wife,  and  the  way  he  treated  her,  and  he 
had  been  looking  for  Bixby  for  some  time  in 
order  to  thrash  him  for  making  his  future 
matrimonial  ventures  well  nigh  impossible. 

'^What,  you  here?"  said  he,  advancing 
on  Bixby  in  a  menacing  way. 

''Yes,  what  of  it?"  answered  Bixby,  still 
w^riting.  ''I  don't  want  you  this  time  any 
way.     I  came  here  on  other  business." 

"Why  is  all  this  screaming  among  the 
women  in  this  house?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jenks. 
''  What  deviltry  are  you  up  to  now?  " 

And  he  caught  Bixby  by  the  coUar  and 
swung  him  around  the  room.  The  pages  of 
the  note  book  were  scattered  in  every  direc- 
tion, and  there  was  quite  a  struggle. 

"I'll  take  you  out  in  the  back  yard  and 
put  your  head  under  the  pump,"  said  Reuben 
F.  Jenks. 

And  he  was  in  the  act  of  endeavoring  to 
do  this,  when  Mrs.  Unicorn  appeared  once 
more  on  the  scene  and  begged  him  to  desist. 
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'^This  is  an  infernal  outrage,"  said  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby,  as  Jenks  released  his  hold,  at 
the  same  time  adjusting  his  torn  necktie 
and  collar.  ' '  I'll  make  you  sweat  for  this. 
I  made  you  sweat  before,  when  you  locked 
yoar  third  wife  out  and  she  slept  on  the  cold 
doorstep  all  night.  I  only  wonder "  (turn- 
ing to  Mrs.  Unicorn),  '"that  you  tolerate 
such  a  man  in  the  house." 

Jenks  sneered. 

''What  do  you  wish? "asked  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn. 

"I  wish  to  see  Miss  Lawson." 

'^You  have  seen  her." 

^'Butl"— 

"What?" 

"I  would  like  to  get  a  statement  from 
you." 

"As  to  what?" 

"Her  unfortunate  adventure." 

"She  was  ill,  that  is  all." 

"Excuse  me,"  went  on  Bixby  and  glaring 
at  Jenks,  who  was  walking  excitedly,  with 
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his  hands  in  his  pockets,  '^but  I  thought 
there  might  be  a  statement  to  make  for  the 
press." 

"  There  is  no  statement  to  give,"  said  Mrs. 
Unicorn.  '^She  is  ill.  She  is  a  music 
teacher  and  a  boarder  here." 

''Thank  you  for  the  information,"  said 
Bixby,  bowing  pohtely,  hat  in  hand.  ''You 
are  a  lady,  and  I  beg  your  pardon  for  intrud- 
ing myself  in  your  pleasant  little  family 
circle." 

Reuben  F.  Jenks  laughed  aloud. 

"And  as  for  you,  sir!"  said  Bixby,  with 
his  hand  on  the  door  knob,  "we'll  have 
something  to  say  about  you  in  to-morrow's 
issue." 

"All  right,"  answered  Jenks,  with  another 
sneer.  "Put  in  something  to  the  effect  that 
I  travel  for  Hirshkiod  &  Co.,  silk  goods, 
Broadway.  We  can  stand  a  little  free  ad- 
vertising." 

And  as  the  door  opened  and  Bixby  passed 
out,  a  small  stool,  flung  by  Reuben  F.  Jenks, 
struck  one  of  the  panels  and  nearly  smashed 
it. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 

DETERmNED   TO   ENLIST 

In  the  meantime  Paul  had  started  on  his 
evening  stroll.  He  hardly  knew  where  to 
go.  He  passed  many  sweet  faces  in  the 
street,  lithe,  graceful  figures,  but  his  mind 
was  fixed  on  Kate  Powell. 

He  even  got  a  smile  from  one  nice  appear- 
ing girl,  but  he  gave  her  only  a  glance  in 
return.  He  w^as  half  inclined  to  go  to  police 
headquarters  and  give  himself  up,  be  tried 
for  the  burglary  of  which  Mrs.  Powell 
accused  him,  and  be  done  with  it.  He  was 
as  willing  to  be  in  prison  as  anywhere  else. 
He  wondered  what  the  police  were  about 
that  they  did  not  catch  him. 

He  no  longer  wore  smoked  glasses,  and 
did  not  make  much  attempt  at  disguise 
now,  except  in  change  of  name  to  Bixby. 

Fate  caused  him  to  cross  the  Fulton  ferry 
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to  Brooklyn,  and  journey  northward  near 
the  river  front. 

It  was  a  hard,  mean,  cruel  world. 

It  was  difficult  for  a  man  even  in  legiti- 
mate business  to  get  along. 

In  selling  assorted  needles,  doors  were  shut 
in  his  face.  ''No  Peddlers  Allowed,"  was 
a  sign  that  often  stared  him  in  the  face,  and 
**  Beware  of  the  Dog,"  met  him  sometimes  a 
dozen  times  in  one  day. 

As  to  hterature,  that  was  humbug.  He 
had  sent  off  a  number  of  articles  under 
different  names,  and  they  were  always  re- 
turned. 

Then  one  day,  in  a  fit  of  desperation,  he 
copied  a  poem  from  a  magazine,  and  mailed 
it  to  the  pubhshers  of  the  same  production. 
But  this  poem  shared  the  same  fate,  not 
wanted,  and  the  editor  of  the  magazine 
added  to  the  hilarity  of  the  occasion  by 
penning  a  line  to  the  effect  that  the  verses 
were  hardly  up  to  their  standard. 

He   was   half   inclined   to  enlist  in  the 
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United  States  marine  service.  That  would 
take  him  aw^ay  from  the  country  to  islands 
perhaps  of  the  tropical  seas,  where  he  might 
remain  the  rest  of  his  life  under  summer 
skies,  and  surrounded  by  charming  maidens 
who  were  not  under  the  restraints  of  an 
effete  civilization. 

As  these  reflections  passed  through  Paul's 
mind,  he  suddenly  found  himself  near  the 
entrance  to  the  navy  yard. 

A  sentry  was  pacing  to  and  fro  at  the 
open  gateway.  He  was  spruce,  and  clean, 
and  bright,  and  Paul  envied  him. 

He  approached  the  marine  to  have  a  talk 
about  enhsting,  but  the  man  would  not 
answer,  preserving  his  solitary  pacing  with 
gun  at  a  carry. 

'^\re  you  deaf?"  said  Paul,  and  the 
marine  made  no  response. 

''I  want  to  enlist!"  said  Paul,  ''go  and 
tell  the  captain  I  want  to  see  him." 

And  still  the  marine  continued  his 
measured  pacip^g. 
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**Well,  this  is  a  nice  way  to  treat  a  free- 
born  American  citizen,"  remarked  Paul. 
He  was  regarding  the  long  yellow  wall 
listlessly  when  he  v/as  aroused  by  a  shout, 
and  the  appearance  of  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby. 

"  What  in  the  name  of  common  sense  are 
you  doing  here  ? "  was  the  query. 

^'Enlisting,'*  was  the  reply. 

*^  You  are  a  greater  goose  than  I  thought 
you,"  remarked  Bixby.  ^'What  good  will 
enlisting  do  you  ? " 

*'  I  don't  know.  Can  you  tell  me  !  Serve 
my  country,  perhaps." 

^'i^d  shed  your  blood,  very  likely.  Give 
up  your  life  for  a  chimera.  I  believe  you 
are  going  daft.  What  were  you  saying  to 
that  marine?" 

''  Trying  to  get  him  to  talk.  He  will  pay 
no  attention  to  me." 

''He  is  under  strict  discipline,"  said 
Bixby.  ''I  do  not  believe  he  would  dare 
dodge  if  I  fired  this  tomato  can  at  him." 

Bixby  picked  up  a  stray  tomato  can,  but 
Paul  stayed  bis  arm. 
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*'Do  not  insult  the  flag  of  our  fathers," 
said  he.  "Come  away  from  here,  or  you 
will  get  yourself  in  trouble. " 

''That  is  all  right,"  said  Bixby,  ''but  you 
don't  want  to  enlist." 

"I  want  to  go  to  the  South  Sea  Islands," 
said  Paul. 

"  Uncle  Sam  would  not  guarantee  to  send 
you  there,"  replied  Bixby. 

"  He  might  if  I  made  the  bargain." 

"And  what  would  you  do  w^hen  you  got 
to  the  South  Sea  Islands?  " 

"  Find  some  true  woman  who  would  love 
me." 

"Stuff  and  nonsense.  The  daughters  of 
Eve,  even  there,  are  just  as  fickle,  even 
though  they  do  not  wear  a  bustle." 

"Afar  off  there  they  are  not  spoilt  by  the 
customs  of  a  heartless  and  deceitful  civiliza- 
tion." 

He  added  that  he  might  as  well  vanish, 
as  do  anything  else.  He  had  not  heard 
from  home  for  some  time  in  the  roundabout 
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way  in  which  his  mother  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  sending  his  letters. 

"She  had  too  much  to  say  about  Kate, 
and  Lord  Blake,  and  I  wrote  that  I  w^as  all 
right,  and  the  letters  had  better  stop  for 
awhile,  as  I  was  afraid  Mrs.  Powell  might 
get  onto  me  in  some  way  through  the  trans- 
mission of  the  correspondence." 

"Does  your  mother  think  you  guilty?" 
asked  Bixby. 

"No,"  was  the  reply,  "but  my  father 
does,  and  that  has  hurt  my  feelings  very 
much.  I  wonder  (and  he  spoke  slowly  and 
sadly)  if  Mrs.  Powell  really  thinks  she  did 
see  me  with  those  burglars  ? " 

"  It  is  hard  to  tell,"  w^as  Bixby 's  reply. 

"Well,  I  may  as  w^ell  drop  out  of  sight," 
said  Paul,  "  she  will  have  me  hanged  on 
general  principles,  if  she  can  get  at  me," 


CHAPTER  XXXV 

*^THE  gentlemen's  SONS" 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  laughed,  but  was 
finally  able  to  induce  Paul  to  leave  the  navy 
yard,  and  on  the  v^ray,  he  upbraided  him  for 
not  keeping  his  appointment.  Paul  told  of 
the  way  in  which  he  waited  an  hour  beyond 
the  time  at  Jakey  Schlessinger's,  and  Bixby 
was  satisfied. 

But  the  society  editor  could  not  get  over 
his  treatment  by  Reuben  F.  Jenks. 

''  I'll  square  accounts  with  him,"  said  ha 

"  What  was  the  result  of  your  interview 
with  the  strange  young  woman  ? "  asked 
Paul. 

'^My  dear  fellow,"  answered  Bixby,  ^Hhe 
girl  will  tell  nothing. " 

^^That  is  very  queer,"  was  the  response. 

**It  is  astonishing,"  said  Bixby,  "I  never 

heard  anythjiig  hke  it.    She  is  the  first  pey. 
(060) 
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son  that  I  have  failed  to  get  an  interview  or 
a  story  from.  She  is  an  enigma.  She  is  ab- 
solutely unapproachable." 

^ '  Did  she  ask  you  to  call  again  ? "  asked 
Paul,  drily. 

''Now,  you  need  not  add  insult  to  injury," 
was  the  answer. 

Then  Bixby  told  Paul  that  he  was  going 
on  the  moonlight  excursion  of  the  "  Gentle- 
men's Sons  of  the  Eleventh  Ward  of  Brook- 
lyn" up  the  Hudson  river.  He  said  the 
barge  lay  at  a  wharf  near  by,  and  told  Paul 
that  it  would  do  him  good  to  go  along. 

Paul  thought  that  the  trip  might  prove  of 
benefit.  He  said  that  he  would  not  be  able 
to  sleep  if  he  went  to  bed. 

They  soon  reached  the  wharf,  which  was 
thronged  with  excited,  merry  groups;  young 
men  were  immaculate  in  their  best  clothes, 
and  girls  were  clad  in  all  their  finery. 

Flags  floated  from  the  barge,  a  band  on 
board  was  pouring  forth  the  mellifluous 
gtrains  of  ^^  Tommy  Dodd-,"  an  early  moon, 
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blood  red,  was  coming  up  in  the  evening 
sky,  as  if  hurrying  for  the  excursion;  and 
the  air  was  soft  and  balmy  and  hazy  in  the 
twilight  of  the  dying  day. 

Men  wearing  gay  badges  welcomed  Bixby 
royally,  and  he  introduced  Paul  to  them  as  a 
representative  of  the  Chicago  Herald,  who 
was  going  to  telegraph  a  report  to  that 
paper. 

Once  on  board  the  barge,  Bixby  went  flying 
around  with  the  inevitable  note  book  and 
pencil,  and  Paul  took  a  seat  on  the  deck  and 
watched  the  crowd.  The  faces  of  the  Brook- 
lyn girls  seemed  fresher  and  fairer  than 
those  of  New  York. 

Soon  the  barge  and  panting  steamer  left 
the  wharf,  and  sailed  down  the  East  river, 
around  the  Battery,  and  up  the  North  river, 
affording  a  most  magnificent  view  of  the 
harbor  and  cities,  and  all  the  varied  life, 
moving  craft,  twinkling  lights,  etc. 

Then  the  teeming  hives  of  population 
were  left  behind.    Darkness  settled  on  land 
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and  water,  and  naught  was  heard  but  the 
strains  of  sweetest  music,  the  swish  of  the 
water  at  the  sides  of  the  boat,  and  the 
shuffling  of  many  feet  in  the  dance,  mixed 
with  merry  laughter  and  talk. 

Clam  chowder  was  served  below,  and 
Bixby  wished  Paul  to  go  with  him  and  get 
some,  but  Paul  resolutely  refused.  He  pre- 
ferred to  be  alone  with  his  thoughts,  and  to 
watch  the  girls'  faces,  heated  with  the  exer- 
tion of  the  dance,  and  the  sparkling  eyes. 

He  wondered  why  he  could  not  find  some 
one  to  fill  the  void  in  his  aching  heart. 

A  girl  danced  by  him  in  the  arms  of  a 
stalwart  fellow,  and  gave  him  a  laughing 
glance  as  her  skirts  swept  against  him,  but 
he  could  give  no  smiles  in  return.  He  longed 
to  catch  one  of  these  trim  damsels  by  the 
waist,  and  join  in  the  mazy  waltz,  but  he 
was  too  low-spirited  and  despondent. 

Bixby  seemed  to  have  forgotten  him,  and 
was  prancing  around  with  his  note  book 
and    pencil    taking    names,  the    thronging 
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dancers  as  usual  bumping  against  him. 
Young  ladies  halted  him  to  tell  him  who 
they  were.  He  pinched  one  on  the  arm,  and 
she  screamed. 

*'Your  name,  please?"  said  Bixby,  stop- 
ping a  couple,  who  were  promenading. 

She  was  a  tall  and  stately  girl  of  elegant 
carriage,  and  the  young  man  was  short  and 
puffy,  wdth  light  hair  and  moustache, 

*^  What  for  ? "  asked  the  young  man. 

^^  The  society  columns  of  the  Sunday 
Cricket,'' ssiid  Bixby.  ^^Let  me  introduce 
myself  as  the  society  editor  of  that  jom^nal." 

^'  Oh  Jim! "  exclaimed  the  tall  and  stately 
girl,  leaning  on  her  escort's  arm. 

*^ Anything  to  pay?"  asked  the  young 
man. 

*' Nothing,  sir,"  answered  Bixby. 

''Carrie  Clark,"  said  the  young  man  with 
alacrity. 

''Dress,  white  bengaline,"  remarked  Bix- 
by, writing  rapidly. 

''Nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Miss  Clark. 
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"It  is  white  Swiss;  that  is  all  you  men 
know." 

"  I  beg  pardon,"  observed  Bixby.  "Hair 
a  la  schottische,  blonde  complexion,  tout 
ensemble  a  la  Madame  de  Sevigne,  lace  cur- 
tains at  her  elbows,  air  distingue  and  bear- 
ing evidence  of  haut  ton." 

"That  will  do,"  said  her  attendant, 
"  only  say  she  was  with  her  intended,  How- 
ard F.  Smith,  of  Prentice  &  Mumford's, 
wholesale  dealers  in  curtain  fixtures.  Come 
around  and  see  me  some  day." 

Bixby  caught  sight  of  Paul  at  this  mo- 
ment. The  music  was  softer  and  sweeter 
than  ever  on  the  water  now;  the  breeze  was 
delightful;  the  full  moon  shone  unclouded 
in  the  ethereal  vault  above;  and  a  schooner, 
with  white  sails  all  set,  passed  them  swiftly 
in  the  darkness,  like  a  ghost  of  the  deep. 

"Come,  wake  up,  old  man,"  said  Bixby, 
approaching  Paul,  "what  are  you  doing 
now  ? " 

"Nothing,"  was  the  reply. 
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^*Why  don't  you  dance,  you  dunce. 
Everybody  else  is  enjoying  him  or  herself." 

'^  How  can  I  ?  "  answered  Paul. 

Then  he  added,  after  a  pause,  '^  who  is 
the  girl  sitting  opposite  ? " 

Bixby  glanced  to  the  other  side  of  the 
boat,  and  saw  a  young  lady  seated  alone. 

She  was  dressed  in  white,  and  was  very 
handsome.  Her  form  was  frail  and  slight, 
and  the  face  pure  blonde  (golden  hair,  and 
blue  eyes;  very  sweet). 

^' That  girl,"  said  Paul,  *' has  been  trying 
to  attract  my  attention  for  half  an  hour. 
She  puts  her  bouquet  to  her  nose,  looks  down 
at  her  slippered  feet,  and  smiles  in  a  quaint 
and  curious  way.  She  is  the  finest  looking 
girl  on  this  boat." 

*' Would  you  like  to  know  her?"  asked 
Bixby. 

*' Perhaps — if  it  is  not  too  much  trouble." 

Bixby  was  at  her  side  in  a  moment. 

"Excuse  me,  Miss  Reynolds,"  said  Bixby, 
with  a  polite  bow,  '^  my  brother  would  like 
a  dance  with  you." 
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She  arose  with  a  graceful  sweep  of  her 
skirts,  and  soon,  Payl  and  she,  were  ming- 
hng  in  the  giddy  waltz. 

"I  have  enjoyed  myself  exceedingly,'' 
said  Paul,  when  they  came  to  take  seats. 
^'I  must  thank  you  for  the  pleasure  you 
have  given  me,  Miss  Reynolds." 

*'  My  name  is  Marvin,"  she  made  answer. 

^'  You  must  excuse  me,"  observed  Paul. 

' '  You  are  excusable, "  she  answered.  "  The 
gentleman  who  introduced  us  does  not  know 
my  name.  I  never  saw  him  before.  I  think 
he  is  the  reporter." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 

NO  ONE  TO  LOVE 

**I  don't  go  much  into  society,  myself," 
Paul  observed  to  her  presently. 

She  gave  him  an  interrogative  glance. 

^*This  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  been 
out  in  weeks,"  she  remarked.  ^^  Were  you 
at  the  excursion  of  the  Happy  Five  ? " 

^^  No,  but  I  attended  the  picnic  of  the 
Jolly  Four." 

^'I  hear  that  was  very  fine.  Sam  Gid- 
dings,  the  floor  manager  here,  belongs  to 
that  crowd." 

'^  Did  you  come  alone  ?"  he  added,  in  per- 
suasive tones,  as  they  found  seats  in  a  shady 
recess. 

^^I  came  with  Sis." 

*^By  that  I  suppose  you  mean  a  younger 
sister  ? " 

^^Yes,  my  younger  sister,  Emiline.     Sam 

(268) 
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Giddings  is  always  around  with  her,  I  sup- 
pose you  know.'' 

^'  I  was  not  aware  of  it." 

^'  It  is  the  talk  of  everybody." 

His  left  arm  was  on  the  guard-rail  at  her 
back,  and  as  she  stooped  forward  he  let  the 
arm  slip  around  her  waist. 

*^Are  you  hungry  ? "  he  asked. 

^*  No,"  was  her  reply. 

'^Wouldn't  you  Uke  some  of  the  clam 
chowder  ? " 

^^No,  thank  you." 

^^  This  is  a  very  nice  affair,"  he  remarked, 
settling  in  his  seat. 

*' Lovely!" 

'^The  music  on  the  water  is  exquisite." 

''Beautiful!" 

As  she  spoke  he  touched  one  of  her  jew- 
elled hands,  and  then  held  it  in  his  own. 

He  shuddered  as  he  did  this,  but  he  could 
not  help  it.  He  was  lonely  and  forlorn,  and 
wanted  some  one  to  love.  They  murmured 
soft  nothings,  and  he  kissed  her. 
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She  seemed  to  like  the  attention  and  he 
repeated  it.  There  were  thicker  shadows 
where  they  sat,  and  he  began  to  wonder  if 
he  had  not  found  one  who  would  fill  the 
void  in  his  heart.  She  was  more  graceful 
than  Celeetine  Mullaley,  but  with  all  her 
charms  and  beauty  she  was  not  Kate  Pow^ell. 

The  boat  finally  started  on  its  homeward 
journey.  The  hour  was  late,  and  the  stars 
began  to  pale.  Frequent  lights  showed  them 
as  again  nearing  the  great  metropclis. 

Bixby  had  disappeared,  his  work  done, 
and  Paul  understood  that  he  was  below  eat- 
ing clam  chowder. 

The  girl  gave  him  considerable  of  her  his- 
tory. She  was  a  public  school  teacher  in 
the  primary  department,  and  her  father  was 
a  boss  plumber,  living  over  his  store  on 
Myrtle  avenue.  He  did  a  big  business,  ac- 
cording to  her  story,  and  was  well  to  do. 

Daylight  w^as  breaking  when  the  boat 
stopped  at  the  pier  from  whence  the  excur- 
sion  started,   and   wearied   parties  wended 
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their  way  home  through  the  deserted  streets, 
where  no  sound  was  heard  save  the  rattle  of 
milk  cans  and  carts. 

Paul  escorted  Miss  Marvin  to  her  resi- 
dence. 

Her  skirts  were  bedraggled  as  she  as- 
cended the  steps,  and  over  her  form  was 
hastily  thrown  a  white  opera  cloak,  which 
was  a  favorite  with  her  when  she  went  to 
balls,  receptions,  etc.  There  was  winsome 
dreaminess  in  her  eyes  as  she  turned  to 
Paul  and  asked  him  to  ring  the  bell.  The 
early  morning  breeze  had  tumbled  her  hair 
as  it  escaped  from  her  hat,  and  she  sank 
with  a  sigh  on  the  step,  saying  that  she  was 
tired. 

He  puUed  the  bell  repeatedly  but  could 
awaken  no  response. 

'^  I  am  afraid  they  won't  get  up  and  let  us 
in,"  she  remarked.  *'You  know  father  is 
cranky." 

^'  I  was  not  aware  of  it,"  he  said,  taking  a 
seat  beside  her. 
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She  rested  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  her 
lovely  face  flushed;  and  though  the  situation 
was  delightful,  he  resented  the  smiles  and 
sneers  of  a  man  across  the  way  who  was 
taking  down  the  shutters  from  a  delicatessen 
store. 

**Your  sister  does   not  appear,"  he  ob 
served. 

'^Oh,  she  and  Mr.  Giddings  are  not  over 
their  lark  yet,"  she  remarked. 

The  plumbing  shop  on  the  ground  floor 
was  still  closed,  and  Paul  contented  himself 
for  a  few  minutes  with  looking  at  the  basins 
displayed  in  the  windows. 

She  took  off  her  bright  colored  kid  gloves 
and  toyed  with  them,  as  she  talked,  and  he 
wished  that  something  would  happen. 

People  were  passing  on  the  walks,  and 
evidently  making  curious  remarks  one  to 
another.  Then  she  took  off  her  hat,  and 
as  she  did  so  he  noticed  the  ruby  redness  of 
her  full  lips,  contrasting  Vv^ith  her  complex- 
ion, which  was  now  deadly  pale. 
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It  was  one  of  the  sweetest  faces  he  had 
ever  seen,  though  her  figure  may  have 
lacked  the  rotundity  which  so  many  admire. 

There  w^as  an  unbarring  of  the  door,  the 
ratthng  of  chains,  the  turning  of  a  lock,  and 
a  woman,  evidently  her  mother,  stuck  her 
head  out. 

"This  is  a  pretty  time  to  come  home," 
was  the  sarcastic  remark.    "  Where  is  Sis  ? " 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  Edith,  rising 
(for  that  was  her  Christian  name).  "This 
is  Mr.  Bixby.     He  brought  me  home." 

"  Well,  you  march  in  !  " 

Paul  had  arisen  from  his  sitting  position, 
and  politely  raised  his  hat.  Mrs.  Marvin 
gave  him  a  keen  glance,  and  Edith  passed 
hurriedly  within.  The  door  was  closed  with 
considerable  force. 

Paul  started  down  the  street  softly  whist- 
ling. He  crossed  to  New  York  by  the  Fulton 
street  ferry,  and  stood  on  the  deck  in  the 
bright  morning  sunlight.  It  was  a  glorious 
and  refreshing  sight,   this   harbor  of  New 
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York— the  teeming  cities  on  every  hand,  the 
sparkUng  water,  the  craft  darting  hither 
and  thither,  steamers,  tugs  and  white  sailed 
ships  bound  for  foreign  lands  or  coming  in. 

He  went  ashore  and  walked  up  Broadway, 
his  mind  busy  with  his  thoughts.  Yes,  she 
was  a  nice  girl.  He  liked  her,  but  she  did 
not  have  the  bright  intelligence,  the  native 
wit  of  Celestine  Mullaley. 

He  was  going  to  his  room  to  bed,  and  on 
his  way  he  passed  by  the  boarding  house  in 
Waverly  place  where  Kate  Powell  now 
made  her  home. 

He  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  way,  and 
glancing  carelessly  at  the  house,  he  saw  a 
curtain  still  drawn  at  an  upper  window,  and 
a  light  still  there. 

A  figure  appeared  indistinctly  against  the 
white  background.  It  was  Kate  Powell, 
little  dreaming  that  Paul  was  so  near. 

She  had  paced  her  room  all  the  night,  sor- 
rowful, sleepless,  communing  alone,  think- 
ing of  rash  deeds,  of  suicide  down  by  the 
murky  river. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 

KATE  POWELL'S  DESPAIR 

Paul  reached  Sixth  avenue  at  about  seven 
o'clock,  and  found  Bixby  returned  and  busily 
engaged  in  blacking  his  boots.  The  warm, 
bright  sunlight  of  a  beautiful  summer's 
morning  was  shining  in  at  the  open  window, 
bringing  with  it  the  muffled  roar  of  the 
streets,  and  the  odorous  accessories  of  that 
part  of  the  city. 

The  brightness  brought  into  bold  relief  the 
painful  shabbiness  of  the  apartment,  where 
resided  the  society  editor  and  his  comrade. 
Paul  did  not  like  to  see  the  old  carpet, 
ragged  in  places,  the  pine  wash  stand,  with 
bowl  and  pitcher,  and  the  dingy  paper  on  the 
wall,  brought  into  such  bold  relief. 

The  effect  was  not  pleasing  to  his  aesthetic 
tastes,  and  he  promptly  closed  the  blinds. 

Bixby  wanted  the  blinds  open,  so  he  could 
have  the  sunlight,  and  Paul  did  not. 
(275) 
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Paul  carried  the  day,  by  saying  he  wished 
to  sleep,  and  Bixby  finally  declared  that  he 
did  not  care,  as  he  was  going  to  work  on  the 
Evening  Tliunderholt  now,  and  had  no  time 
to  sleep. 

^^Tve  been  up  three  days  and  nights 
already,"  said  he. 

Then  he  made  some  observations  about 
Paul's  new  female  acquaintance. 

'^Ilike  her  appearance  very  much,"  Bixby 
remarked,  ^'She  has  a  willowy,  yielding 
gi^ace  about  her,  that  is  charming,  but  I  do 
not  believe  she  has  the  wit  of  Celestine  Mul- 
laley." 

'^Celestine  is  sparkling,"  answered  Paul, 
taking  off  his  shoes,  and  flinging  himself  on 
the  still  untumbled  bed,  "her  eyes  are 
lovely,  large  and  gray,  with  black  eyebrows, 
and  beautiful  long,  black  eyelashes.  Her 
eyes  are  indeed  brilliant,  and  she  can  talk 
with  them,  too." 

'^Doubtless  you  know  it,"  laughed  Bixby, 
*'well,  which  are  you  going  to  take?" 
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'*It  is  rather  early  to  discuss  Miss  Mar- 
vin," remarked  Paul,  '^  for  that  I  understand 
is  her  real  name.  I  escorted  her  home,  and 
we  sat  on  her  door  step,  as  cosy  as  could  be 
until  her  mother  unchained  the  door  and  let 
her  in." 

"Want  any  theatre  tickets?"  asked 
Bixby,  pulling  off  his  coat,  and  doucing  his 
face  and  head  with  water  from  the  wash 
bowl. 

**I  invited  her  to  accompany  me  to  Wal- 
lack's  Theatre  next  Tuesday  evening,"  was 
the  reply. 

' '  Well,  you  shall  have  the  tickets.  I  am 
hand  and  glove  now  with  Grimes,  the 
dramatic  critic  of  the  Morning  Blizzard.  I 
wrote  up  a  child's  party  at  his  house  a  few 
days  ago.  Without  tickets,  you  know,  we 
are  all  right  with  the  man  at  the  gate,  but  it 
would  hardly  do  to  run  chances  with  a  lady, 
for  you  know  sometimes  the  gate  tender  is 
cranky." 

Then  Bixby  was  off  to  his  work.     Paul 
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could  not  rest  because  his  mind  was  so  busy. 
He  arose,  threw  open  the  blinds  and  gazed  on 
the  busy  life  of  the  street. 

In  one  store  across  the  way  was  a  bright 
eyed  pretty  French  girl,  gay  and  lively  in 
disposition  as  became  her  nationality.  He 
had  caught  her  glance  several  times,  but  did 
not  care  for  further  acquaintance. 

Two  lithe,  well-built  girls,  next  attracted 
his  attention  on  the  other  side  of  the  way. 
They  were  both  dressed  very  stylishly. 

And  thus,  the  varied  panorama  rolled  on. 
Sometimes  an  actress  passed,  with  powdered 
face,  and  bleached  yellow  hair. 

Finally,  his  gaze  was  arrested  by  a  veiled 
woman,  with  stately  grace  and  rather  Juno- 
like figure,  who  passed  along  the  avenue  in 
an  abstracted  manner. 

He  was  strangely  startled  by  her  appear- 
ance; but  he  never  thought  that  the  woman 
could  be  Kate  Powell.  This  woman  walked 
as  though  she  liad  b;^ea  ill,  and  then  again 
Kate  Powell  was  ii  Lycurgus,  and  would 
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not  promenade  Sixth  avenue.  The  skirt  of 
her  dress  swept  on  the  sidewalk,  and  looked 
torn  and  bedraggled.  The  air  and  manner 
of  this  woman  was  utterly  forlorn. 

Paul  went  out  for  some  breakfast.  He 
had  almost  given  up  concealment,  except 
that  he  still  retained  his  false  name. 

Ho  had  seen  an  article  in  the  Morning 
Blizzard  only  a  few  days  before,  describing 
the  Powells  at  their  country  seat,  Windsor 
Lodge,  in  Kickapoo  county,  with  a  state- 
ment that  Lord  Blake  was  also  at  Lycurgus. 
The  Morning  Blizzard  was  the  paper  that 
always  gave  the  latest  news  in  regard  to 
heiresses  and  foreign  noblemen. 

Paul  was  of  the  opinion  that  he  had  not 
once  been  shadowed,  or  followed  by  a  de- 
tective, but  in  this,  he  may  have  been  mis- 
taken. Mrs.  Powell  had  by  no  means  given 
up  the  chase;  of  this,  the  reader  should  be 
aware. 

He  made  up  his  mind  that  it  would  be 
well  to  drop  the  Mullaleys  altogether.     His 
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ambition  did  not  lie  in  the  direction  of  pub- 
lic life.  The  MuUaleys  were  very  likely 
powerful  in  the  city.  The  alderman's  word 
was  law,  and  his  daughter  was  an  accom- 
plished young  woman ;  but  he  did  not  know 
what  to  do. 

Celestine  Mullaley  was  an  elegant  dresser, 
and  had  an  attractive  figure  no  doubt,  but 
he  was  not  a  mercenary  fortune  hunter.  If 
he  married,  he  should  take  Edith  Marvin, 
the  plumber's  daughter  of  Myrtle  avenue. 

Force  of  circumstances  had  carried  him 
considerably  into  society  recently,  but  he 
had  not  met  Celestine,  and  he  was  glad  of  it. 
Doubtless  the  meeting  would  be  painful  to 
both. 

In  the  meantime,  it  is  well  to  give  further 
attention  in  the  narrative,  to  the  unfortu- 
nate girl,  who  ran  away  from  her  palatial 
country  home  to  seek  Paul  Cartridge  amid 
the  wastes  of  the  vast  metropolis,  for  so 
that  city  seemed  to  be  in  her  present  cir- 
cumstances. 
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Cut  oiT  from  all  that  she  had  known  of 
luxury,  placed  among  strangers  in  a  board- 
ing house,  where  there  was  the  continual 
crash  and  roar  of  hfe,  she  felt  as  though  she 
could  not  endure  it  any  longer,  and  she  did 
not  know  what  to  do. 

Personals  in  the  papers  still  did  no  good. 
She  had  accomplished  nothing  by  coming  to 
New  York,  only  that  she  had  eluded 
Lord  Blake,  who  no  doubt  was  a  good  sort 
of  man,  only  she  could  not  love  him.  There 
was  no  one  whom  she  loved  except  Paul 
Cartridge. 

They  had  plighted  their  troth  several 
years  ago,  one  summer's  day,  on  the  hills 
back  of  her  home,  before  her  family  had 
removed  to  New  York,  and  her  mother's 
head  was  completely  turned  by  social  ambi- 
tion. That  troth  was  sealed  with  as  pure 
and  sweet  kisses  as  ever  came  from  lips. 

She  must  find  him,  but  where  ?  None 
other  should  be  hers.  Declared  guilty  or 
not  guilty  of  an  unjust  charge,  she  should 
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claim  him,  and  had  he  proven  recreant  to 
the  trust  reposed  in  him,  she  would  upbraid 
him,  and  die  before  his  eyes. 

This  may  sound  melo  dramatic,  but  she 
felt  she  was  watched  by  the  people  of  the 
house,  and  all  began  to  feel  kindly  towards 
her. 

The  gentlemen  who  were  boarding  there 
treated  her  with  deferential  respect,  when 
they  discovered  that  she  would  not  flirt,  and 
they  could  make  no  impression  on  her  what- 
ever. 

The  bald  headed,  elderly  man  with  the 
reddish  face  and  nose,  who  had  a  wife  and  a 
family  of  six  small  children  in  Worcester, 
Massachusetts,  when  he  saw  that  she  only 
looked  stonily  on  him,  became  very  solici- 
tious  for  her  welfare,  and  was  very  assiduous 
in  opening  the  door  of  the  parlor  for  her 
when  she  passed  out,  showing  a  manner 
that  she  could  not  but  respect. 

She  was  locked  in  her  room  for  hours, 
and  sometimes  two  days  at  a  time.     She 
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still  neglected  the  little  Cordelia,  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn's daughter,  in  her  music  lessons;  but 
Mrs.  Unicorn  still  said  nothing.  A  nicer  or 
more  motherly  person  than  Mrs.  Unicorn 
never  lived,  if  she  was  impulsive  and  some- 
times rash. 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  had  a  spite  against 
Mrs.  Unicorn's  boarding  house,  born  of  his 
adventure  there,  with  Mr.  Jenks,  which 
would  not  be  assuaged. 

He  made  several  endeavors  again  to  get  at 
Miss  Kate  Powell,  but  without  avail. 

He  watched  the  house  to  see  her  come 
out,  in  order  that  he  might  have  a  talk. 

He  tried  to  bribe  one  of  the  handmaids  at 
the  wire  gate  one  evening,  and  was  warned 
away  when  the  girl  heard  a  man's  footsteps 
approaching. 

In  desperation  he  accosted  Mrs.  Unicorn 
in  the  street,  one  day,  when  she  said  that 
she  had  nothing  to  say,  and  hurried  on. 

And  all  this  time  Kate  was  suffering  un- 
told tortures. 
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And  the  misery  was  increased  when  there 
was  a  chorus  of  the  voices  of  two  or  three 
gentlemen  boarders  in  some  one  of  the 
popular  songs  of  the  day,  worn  threadbare, 
as  it  w^ere,  and  wearisome  beyond  measure, 
from  hearing  it  repeated  so  constantly 
everywhere. 

There  was  a  gentleman  boarder  named 
Abraham  Haight,  with  Davis,  Brown  & 
(Jo.'s  well  known  cutlery  house,  who,  one 
night,  found  diversion  and  amusement  by 
beating  a  gong  in  the  hall  and  crying  fire 
for  the  purpose  of  seeing  all  the  other 
boarders  rush  about. 

On  this  occasion  Kate  ran  screaming  into 
the  hall  also,  and  there  fainted. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  and  several  of  the  ladies 
had  difficulty  in  restoring  her. 

As  soon  as  she  revived,  she  began  to  pack 
up. 

She  said  she  was  going,  and  Mrs.  Unicorn 
was  obliged  to  restrain  her  by  force. 

** Where  would  you  go?"  asked  Mrs. 
Unicorn. 
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**  Anywhere  !  Anywhere  !  Get  out  of  the 
world  ! "  was  the  reply. 

^'Let  me  send  for  a  doctor?"  said  Mrs. 
Unicorn. 

'^No  !  No  ! "  was  the  reply.  '*  My  ills  are 
not  bodily.  No  physician  can  heal  my 
troubles." 

^^  Well,  you  have  a  friend  in  me,"  said 
Mrs.  Unicorn,  sadly,  and  kissing  her. 

And  then  Mrs.  Unicorn  walked  away 
wondering,  at  the  same  time  telhng  the 
boarders  to  keep  still  for  the  rest  of  the 
night. 


CHAPTER    XXXVin 

STRICKEN 

There  was  anything  but  peace  and  con- 
tentment at  Windsor  Lodge,  the  home  of 
the  Powells,  in  these  days.  That  the 
daughter  of  the  house  was  gone,  was  patent 
to  the  curious  villagers,  but  they  could  not 
obtain  the  true  story,  and  many  were  the 
speculations  and  surmises  without  definite 
knowledge. 

The  family  had  guarded  the  secret  of  her 
flight  well.  But  there  was  mystery,  and 
much  that  was  unexplained,  and  the  tongue 
of  gossip  wagged  unceasingly. 

A  good  many  of  the  villagers  considered 
the  villa  a  blot  on  the  landscape  anyway. 

Its  pretentiousness,  the  French  windows, 
and  lawn,  and  red  and  white  striped  awn- 
ings over  the  windows,  were  regarded  as 
almost  sacrilege  by  those  who  were  accus- 
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tomed    to    the    dull  grays  and  browns  of 
Kickapoo  county. 

It  was  thought  out  of  place  as  seen  among 
the  gnarled  tree  stumps  that  formed  fences, 
the  rocks  and  hills,  and  simple  life  of  a 
pastoral,  democratic  community. 

In  fact,  there  had  been  indignant  protest 
at  a  certain  meeting  on  account  of  an 
undraped  female  figure  that  stood  in  the 
yard,  in  the  shelter  of  green  trees,  and  a 
committee,  at  the  head  of  which  was  Miss 
Mehitable  Peabody,  had  waited  upon  Mr. 
Powell  and  begged  him,  in  the  name  of 
decency,  to  have  the  thing  removed. 

'^It  was  my  wife's  doings,"  was  Mr. 
Powell's  reply.  ^'  She  got  those  furrin  ideas 
in  Paris." 

Then  he  bowed  to  Miss  Peabody,  and 
passed  down  the  dusty  road.  He  presented 
a  pitiable  sight.  His  face  was  unshaven, 
his  silk  hat  was  crumpled.  Dust  was  on  his 
clothes.  He  was  not  the  spruce  and  com- 
placent man  of  a  few  months  before. 
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Miss  Peabody  saw  that  he  avoided  her, 
and  would  not  talk  with  his  usual  frankness. 

The  load  on  his  mind  was  sinking  heavier 
and  heavier.  He  could  not  eat  as  he  should, 
and  his  sleep  was  feverish. 

If  Kate  had  only  told  him  he  would  have 
felt  better.  He  could  not  bear  the  thoughts 
of  her  wandering.  He  was  ashamed  to  tell 
of  her  flight,  and  yet  people  guessed  it.  He 
was  in  constant  communication  with  the 
superintendent  of  police  of  New  York,  but 
the  search  for  her  was  unavailing. 

A  New  York  detective  had  even  visited 
Lycurgus  on  some  ostensible  business,  had 
mingled  with  the  people,  and  even  called  at 
Windsor  Lodge. 

Mr.  Powell  now  and  then  told  his  wife  as 
to  what  he  was  doing.  She,  in  the  mean- 
time, had  been  working  with  a  private 
detective  agency  for  the  capture  of  Paul. 
She  was  sure  that  Kate  had  joined  Paul  in 
New  York. 

There  was  increasing    coldness    between 
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man  and  wife.  There  were  days  when  they 
hardly  spoke.  She  was  often  secluded  in 
her  room. 

At  times  her  eyes  were  red  from  weeping, 
her  face  was  pale;  her  continual  cry  was  of 
an  ingrate  daughter,  who  had  broken  a 
mother's  heart. 

The  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin  was  still  a  frequent 
caller  on  her,  and  they  had  many  confer- 
ences together.  The  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin  met 
Mr.  Powell  coldly  and  distantly. 

Mr.  Powell  had  some  words  with  Mrs. 
Powell  about  the  piece  of  statuary  in  the 
yard.  He  said  he  would  knock  it  in  the 
head  with  a  hammer. 

There  was  a  scene.  It  beggars  descrip- 
tion. He  was  no  match  in  a  war  of  w^ords 
with  his  wife.  She  taunted  him  with  the 
ruination  of  the  family,  and  said  that  Kate 
was  an  idle  hussy  who  had  brought  disgrace 
upon  them  all. 

He  could  not  answer.  He  would  say 
nothing.     His  misery  and  agony  was  weak- 
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ness  ill  her  opinion.  She  followed  him  up 
with  a  torrent  of  reproaches. 

He  was  nobody,  she  said,  and  did  not 
wish  his  family  to  be  anybody.  Ke  was 
now  upholding  his  daughter  in  her  intimacy 
with  a  young  man  who  would  soon  be  pun- 
ished, if  her  plans  \vorked  aright. 

'* Young  Cattridge  is  not  a  burglar,"  he 
found  strength  to  utter  in  reply,  and  sank 
into  an  easy  chair. 

'^He  tried  to  rob  our  house,  and  you  know 
it,"  she  cried,  as  the  tears  fell  thick  and 
fast. 

^*  Woman  I"  he  made  answer,  '^you  are 
unreasonable.  You  are  out  of  your  head. 
You  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about." 

*' Better  than  you  think!"  she  retorted. 
*^You  are  impolite  to  Lord  Blaise  every 
time  that  he  comes  into  the  house  to  offer 
his  sympathy." 

*^That  is  untrue.  I  make  out  to  treat 
Lord  Blake  politely." 
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^^Any  one  can  see  that  it  is  an  effort  with 
you/'  said  she. 

''I  feel  our  differences  in  station,"  he 
answered  in  mock  solemnity. 

He  regretted  his  sarcasm,  for  he  saw  that 
her  face  was  livid  with  an  unnatural  color. 

But  he  was  wretched,  miserable,  bitter  — 
he  did  not  care  much  what  he  said. 

He  noticed  her  uneasy  manner,  the  sud- 
den rushes  of  blood,  quick  repeated,  and 
more  mollified,  he  begged  her  to  listen  to 
reason. 

'^  Let  that  lord  go,  Martha,"  said  he,  ^^and 
we  will  fix  things  up  all  right  some  way. 
Kate  need  not  marry  Cattridge,  if  you  do 
not  wish  it.  I  will  forbid  the  marriage. 
Let  us  join  in  trying  to  find  her,  and  live  all 
together  happily  once  more." 

^'Kate  has  blasted  my  life,"  said  Mrs. 
Powell.  '^She  has  worn  me  out,  and  killed 
me.     I  feel  that  I  could  curse" 

And  as  Mrs.  Powell  spoke  she  tugged  vio- 
lently at  her  hat  to  get  it  off,  as  she  had  just 
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come  ill  from  a  drive,  when  she  suddenly- 
lost  consciousness  and  fell  in  a  swoon  to  the 
floor,  her  eyes  bloodshot,  and  a  stream  of 
bright  red  blood  oozing  from  her  mouth. 

He  tried  to  lift  her  and  found  that  she  was 
like  a  load  of  lead.  He  rang  the  bell  vio- 
lently, and  servants  came  hurrying  in.  Her 
dress  was  unloosened  and  restoratives  ap- 
plied. Once  she  opened  her  eyes,  and  seeing 
him  the  lips  moved. 

He  shuddered.  The  expression  of  the 
face  was  awful. 

Physicians  were  summoned,  and  she  was 
removed  to  her  chamber.  Nurses  were  in 
constant  attendance,  and  often  in  the  night 
he  lingered  at  her  door  and  heard  her  moan. 
He  was  told  that  she  might  die. 

Was  he  to  blame  ?  Ah,  he  did  not  know. 
He  had  put  on  a  dress  coat  to  please  her  and 
Lord  Blake,  probably,  inferentially  also,— 
but  he  did  not  like  the  swallow  tails;  he 
preferred  a  chat  at  the  nearest  corner 
grocery. 
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She  had  wanted  him  to  join  a  club,  and 
he  would  not.  Very  likely  he  was  a  pagan, 
as  she  said,  for  he  rarely  went  to  church. 

He  had  the  satisfaction,  however,  of 
knowing  his  daughter  was  called  a  pagan 
also. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 

LORD  BLAKE  SUMMONED  AWAY 

For  days  Mrs.  Powell  lingered  thus.  He 
was  often  in  the  room,  sometimes  sitting 
alone  in  the  night  by  her  bedside  and 
watching  her.  He  could  not  always  tell  as 
to  whether  she  recognized  him.  The  eyes 
were  often  fixed  on  him,  but  there  was  no 
expression. 

Then  again  he  would  see  the  lips  move. 

He  would  stoop  to  catch  the  words  but 
without  avail. 

Once  he  saw  her  hand  clutch  convulsively, 
and  a  strange  look  sweep  over  the  face, 
which  had  become  so  haggard  as  to  be 
hardly  recognizable. 

At  other  times,  the  lower  jaw  was  fallen, 
as  if  helplessly,  and  the  teeth  protruded. 

The    cheeks    were    hectic  and    the    eyes 

sunken. 
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Dr.  Smith  could  give  Mr.  Powell  no  en- 
couragement. 

One  day  Mr.  Powell  received  a  letter  from 
police  headquarters  which  seemed  to  arouse 
hopes,  but  those  hopes  were  dashed  by  a 
telegram  in  enigmatical  language  from  the 
same  source. 

He  had  made  two  or  three  surreptitious 
trips  to  New  York,  but  did  not  dare  to  go 
away  now.  The  detectives  were  doing  the 
work  that  they  were  hired  to  do,  and  might 
have  Kate  in  custody  soon.  The  reports 
that  he  received  were  quite  favorable.  He 
paid  out  a  lot  of  money.  There  was  one  of 
the  detectives,  Tom  Davidson,  who  had  just 
written  him  that  he  would  locate  her  within 
a  week. 

Lord  Blake  was  assiduous  in  his  attentions 
yet.  He  called  at  Windsor  Lodge  every  day, 
and  left  his  card.  He  could  not  go  along  the 
village  streets  now  without  being  followed. 
Curiosity  was  at  fever  heat  about  him. 

It  mnst  be  said  that  there  were  maidens 
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of  Kickapoo  county  who  looked  shyly  at 
Lord  Blake. 

His  lordship  had  caught  more  than  one 
faint  smile,  a  longing  for  recognition  or  ac- 
quaintance, but  it  could  not  be.  There  was 
no  question  of  his  love  for  Kate  Powell,  and 
the  way  in  which  he  bore  himself  in  this 
ordeal,  quietly,  manfully,  commended  him 
to  the  good  opinion  of  those  who  were  closely 
watching  the  situation. 

It  was  universally  decided  among  the 
young  ladies  of  Lycurgus  that  they  could 
not  understand  what  the  lord  could  perceive 
in  Kate  Powell,  unless  it  were  her  father's 
wealth. 

It  was  also  decided  among  these  young 
ladies  that  Kate  Powell  was  a  fool,  but  why 
— they  could  hardly  tell  after  all. 

They  were  not  conversant  with  all  the 
circumstances.  Kate  Powell  was  gone.  No 
doubt  of  that.  Some  reported  that  she  had 
run  away  to  meet  Paul  Cartridge,  but  others 
scouted  the  idea. 
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Still,  there  was  gossip  enough  to  be  sure. 

Lord  Blake  knew  very  well  that  Kate  had 
run  away. 

He  was  in  a  quandary.  Windsor  Lodge 
seemed  cold  and  uninviting  to  him  now. 

Mr.  Powell  was,  no  doubt,  indifferently 
polite  in  a  way  that  cut  Lord  Blake  to  the 
quick.  Lord  Blake  wished  to  see  Mrs. 
Powell,  but  it  was  out  of  the  question. 

Lord  Blake  dined  with  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Darwin  and  his  wife,  at  their  residence,  and 
sought  advice. 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  tried  to  cheer  the 
lord  in  the  best  way  that  he  knew  how,  but 
it  must  be  said  that  he  met  with  indifferent 
success  on  account  of  his  Hue  of  argument. 

"Mrs.  Powell  is  a  high-minded  and  fas- 
tidious woman,  my  lord,"  said  he,  and  his 
stately  wife  nodded  approval.  "  The  ele- 
gancies of  life  are  hers  by  natural  right. 
She  has  suffered  much  on  account  of  her 
husband.  You  can  see  the  style  of  man 
that  is  embodied  in  him." 
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Mrs.  Dr.  Darwin  nodded  approval  again, 
and  at  the  same  time  looked  deferentially 
toward  Lord  Blake. 

"The  daughter,  my  lord,"  continued  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Darwin,  "is  peculiar.  She  in- 
herits some  of  her  father's  characteristics  I 
am  sorry  to  say.  She  is  a  charming  girl,  a 
good  girl,  I'll  admit;  but  "— 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  looked  down  at  his 
plate. 

There  was  a  painful  silence. 

"She  does  not  hke  me,"  said  Lord  Blake, 
faintly. 

"Did  she  refuse  to  sing  for  you,  as  I  hear, 
my  lord  ? " 

"On  one  occasion  I  asked  her  to  sing 
Grandfather's  Clock  for  me.  She  dechned 
and  said  that  it  was  a  chestnut.  I  asked 
her  for  an  explanation,  and  she  laughed 
with  great  glee.  But  T  find  no  fault.  It 
w^as  an  Americanism.  I  told  her  that  I 
forgave  her  when  she  apologized." 

"Miss  Powell  has  much  to  learn,"  said 
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Mrs.  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin,  in  her  impressive 
manner. 

Silence  again  followed. 

It  was  indeed  indelicate  to  refer  to  Kate's 
runaway  directly. 

^' My  heart  aches  for  Mrs.  Powell,"  con- 
tinued the  lady.  ^^She  has  borne  her 
trouble  with  remarkable  fortitude." 

'  •  I  fear  for  her, "  remarked  her  husband, 
as  the  tears  arose  in  his  eyes. 

^'  I  came  to  like  her  almost  as  a  mother," 
said  Lord  Blake. 

^'She  was  worthy  your  regard,  my  lord," 
said  the  Eev.  Dr.  Darwin.  ^^Have  you  seen 
her  since  her  illness  ? " 

'^  I  leave  my  card  twice  daily." 

'*A  dehcate  attention  that  she  will  appre- 
ciate, my  lord." 

Lord  Blake  spoke  of  the  illness  of  his 
mother,  the  Dowager  Marchioness  of  Kil- 
duff,  and  remarked  that  he  expected  a 
cablegram  almost  hourly  summoning  him 
home. 
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^^Your  duty  lies  with  your  mother,  my 
lord/'  said  the  Rev,  Dr.  Darwin. 

Lord  Blake  had  his  trunks  packed,  and 
went  away  the  next  morning.  Before  going 
he  bade  adieu  to  Mr.  Powell,  and  expressed 
his  heartfelt  sympathy  for  Mrs.  Powell. 

Mr.  Powell  thanked  him. 


CHAPTER  XL 

A  PITEOUS   CASE 

These  were  gloomy  days  for  Ezra  F. 
Powell.  He  wandered  at  night  at  all 
hours,  in  the  garden  alone.  He  often  sat  in 
a  rustic  arbor  when  the  moon  was  up,  and 
the  cold  winds  came  down  from  the  moun- 
tains and  fanned  his  feverish  face. 

There  was  something  that  was  quieting 
in  the  vast  solitude  of  the  scene.  The 
rugged  hills  indistinctly  outlined  gave  him 
a  peace  of  soul  that  was  soothing.  These 
hills,  as  he  well  remembered,  had  cradled 
him  in  his  boyhood  days,  when  he  was  a 
farmer's  boy,  barefoot,  and  wearing  his 
pantaloons  strung  on  a  piece  of  rope  for  a 
suspender,  and  under  their  shadow  his  bones 
would  crumble  to  dust  in  time  to  come.  He 
loved  his  native  hills,  the  rough  country 
roads,    the  plain  and   puritan  hke  wooden 
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farm  houses  and  cottages,  where,  in  hot 
summer  days,  the  sunflower  displayed  its 
glories  in  the  front  yards,  and  the  bees 
buzzed  in  the  heat. 

The  house  in  w^hich  he  was  born,  a  small 
brown  cottage,  one  story  and  a-half,  stood 
only  a  short  distance  down  a  by-road,  and  in 
the  midst  of  all  his  luxury  and  wealth,  he 
many  a  time  sighed  for  the  time  when  he 
could  return  for  good  to  Kickapoo  county, 
and  live  once  more  in  that  little  old  building. 

In  it  he  had  found  happiness,  and  he  had 
never  found  it  elsew-here,  in  the  great, busy, 
bustling  w^orld.  He  longed  again  to  chase 
the  butterflies  in  the  yard,  and  to  bathe  in 
the  little  stream  that  ran  gurgling  back  of 
the  house,  a  stream  as  pure  and  limpid  and 
clear,  as  ever  came  from  mountain  fastness. 

Kate  was  like  him,  he  knew.  As  he  had 
grown  older,  he  had  instinctively  felt  like 
leaning  on  tliis  slip  of  a  girl  instead  of  on 
his  ambitious  wdfe. 

The  manner  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Darwin  cut 
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him  keenly.  Dr.  Darwin's  coldness  carried 
the  impression  that  he  was  responsible  for 
the  present  unfortunate  state  of  affairs. 

He  could  not  see  how.  He  had  not  stopped 
the  marriage  of  Kate  and  Lord  Blake.  He 
had  left  it  to  Kate  to  make  her  choice.  She 
had  disposed  of  the  matter  by  flight,  and 
though  there  were  moments  when  he  had 
chuckled,  he  was  sad  and  lonely. 

He  caused  the  female  figure  in  the  front 
of  his  mansion  to  be  covered.  This  was  a 
concession  to  the  demands  of  the  better  ele- 
ment of  Lycurgus,  but  he  absent-mindedly 
placed  around  it  a  linen  coat  that  he  had 
been  wearing  and  a  straw  hat.  Of  course 
this  metamorphosis  attracted  wide  attention 
and  comment. 

There  was  a  time  when  he  had  loved  his 
wife  as  devotedly  as  ever  man  loved  woman. 
In  early  manhood  he  was  charmed  by  the 
young  country  girl,  well- formed,  and  of  fair 
face,  sunny  and  smihng;  but  of  late  years 
their  paths  had  led  apart. 
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The  face  that  he  once  loved  to  look  upon 
grew  hard,  and  the  eyes  cold,  so  he  thought. 
With  ample  means,  and  a  wide  field,  she 
became  very  dressy,  and  her  entrance  to 
church  in  rustling  silks  and  laces,  and  yellow 
kids,  and  fancy  parasol,  and  a  hat  the  crea- 
tion of  a  Paris  milhner,  might,  and  probably 
did,  evoke  wide  spread  admiration,  mixed 
with  envy,  on  the  part  of  her  more  unfortu- 
nate sisters;  but  she  was  no  longer  the 
same  to  him. 

She  and  Kate  had  attended  big  churches 
on  Fifth  avenue,  and  but  few  took  any 
notice  of  them,  though  their  gowns  and 
toilets  were  ravishingly  beautiful,  and  in 
good  taste. 

She  found  some  fashionable  acquaintances 
as  intimated  heretofore,  and  gave  several 
parties  and  dinners  at  which  her  husband 
appeared  in  the  dress  coat  which  he  hated  so 
much,  but  she  was  hardly  satisfied  with  her 
progress. 

There  were  dizzy  heights  in  the  great 
social  world  that  she  had  not  attained. 


CHAPTER    XLI 

A  WHITE   FIGURE    AT  THE   WINDOW 

There  had  been  illy  suppressed  confusion 
and  excitement  in  Windsor  Lodge  all  day. 
There  was  whispering  among  the  servants, 
the  arrival  and  departure  of  doctors,  and 
anxiety  manifest  among  the  nurses.  Mrs. 
Powell  was  sinking,  and  Mr.  Powell  had  sat 
by  her  bedside  for  hours.  She  recognized 
nobody  and  was  sustained  by  stimulants. 
The  white  face  looked  oddly  pinched  now, 
and  the  once  robust  figure  wasted.  She  was 
more  Hke  a  chikl,  looking  at  her  lying  help- 
less there. 

The  same  hectic,  wasted  flush  was  on  her 
cheeks,  the  eyes  glassy,  and  the  lower  jaw 
again  fallen  helplessly,  as  he  gazed.  He 
took  the  hand  of  the  woman  that  defied 
him,  and  sought  to  gain  her  attention. 

There    was    again    a    scarcely    irresolute 
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movement  of  the  lips,  as  she  sought  to 
speak,  but  no  more. 

She  was  beyond  the  confines  of  conmiuni- 
cation  with  this  woiid,  and  she  wished  to 
tell  him  something. 

The  tears  fell  as  he  turned  away,  and 
there  w^as  another  desperate  but  feeble 
movement  without  avail. 

Then  he  went  out  in  the  garden  and 
walked  around  as  was  his  wont,  and  saw^ 
the  night  fall  from  the  grand  old  mountains, 
until  all  w^as  darkness. 

The  chill  w^inds  caused  him  to  walk  to 
keep  warm.  Lights  gleamed  here  and  there 
in  lonely  farm  houses,  and  the  sky  became 
studded  with  myriads  of  brilliants;  starry 
w^orlds  of  hmitless  universe,  as  numberless 
as  sands  of  the  sea. 

He  thought  that  a  hand  was  on  him,  as  he 
sat  meditating  on  the  uncertainty  of  life, 
the  futility  of  ambition  and  aspiration,  but 
it  was  only  a  gust  of  wind.  Again  the  sad 
and  wearied  old  man  felt  the  touch;  there 
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was  no  mistaking  it !  He  could  imagine 
that  he  saw  the  white  hand,  and  he  arose  in 
a  cold  perspiration  to  walk  again. 

A  clock  struck  twelve — where  had  the 
time  gone  ?  He  looked  up  at  one  of  the 
windows  of  his  wife's  room,  and  he  was 
sure  that  he  saw  her  white  figure  peering 
out  at  him,  in  the  gloom  made  by  the 
lowered  lights  of  the  sick  chamber. 

He  hurried  into  the  house  to  see.  He 
went  stumbhng  to  her  room,  and  opened  the 
door. 

A  nurse  was  reading  by  the  side  of  an 
open  fireplace,  where  blazed  a  few  hickory 
logs. 

She  was  an  elderly  woman,  plain,  practical 
and  matter  of  fact. 

'^My  wife,"  said  Mr.  Pow^ell,  '^  where  is 
she?" 

'^  Asleep  in  the  bed,"  answered  the  nurse 
drowsily.     ^'  She  is  resting  quite  easy." 

''I  saw  her  at  that  window  a  moment 
ago,  "  said  Mr.  Powell. 
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^' You  are  mistaken,"  answered  the  nurse. 
'^She  has  not  risen  from  the  bed  to-day. 
She  has  slept  under  the  influence  of  opiates 
since  dark.  I  have  sat  alone  with  her  since 
ten,  and  did  not  arise,  as  I  feared  to  disturb 
her." 

Mr.  Powell  looked  dazed.  He  placed  a 
hand  feebly  to  his  head,  and  passed  out. 
Was  he  losing  reason  ? 

She  had  railed  at  their  daughter,  to  him. 
Railed  at  her,  and  said  she  never  wished  to 
see  the  girl  again.  It  was  a  denunciation 
terrible  in  its  force  and  expression.  Mrs. 
Powell  had  not  since  uttered  a  syllable, 
words  had  apparently  formed,  but  they  re- 
mained unspoken.  Speechless,  she  seemed 
on  her  way  to  eternity. 

In  Mrs.  Unicorn's  slapbang  boarding 
house,  Kate  Powell  kept  her  mid-night 
vigils.  She  could  not  sleep  nights,  even 
were  her  mind  at  rest.  The  piano  was  going 
all  the  time  in  the  parlor,  played  now  by  Miss 
Smithereens,  saleslady  in  a  ninety- nine-cent 
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store  on  Sixth  avenue.  Miss  Smithereens 
often  pounded  the  piano  and  screamed  until 
near  morning,  and  gentlemen  boarders  joined 
with  her  in  the  rendition  of  popular  airs. 

Then  boarders  amused  themselves  after 
the  cares  of  the  business  of  the  day,  the 
frantic  hunt  for  the  mighty  dollar  and  the 
nimble  sixpence,  that  is  a  characteristic  of 
feverish  New  York  life,  by  shding  down  the 
banisters,  chasing  one  another  on  the  stairs, 
and  love  making  on  the  stoop. 

It  has  been  stated  that  Kate  was  not  used 
to  this  sort  of  life,  and  at  times  she  was 
ready  to  give  herself  up  —  return  home. 

This  she  would  have  done,  had  she  not 
dreaded  her  mother's  anger,  and  the  fear 
that  some  kind  of  compromise  w^ould  be 
made  between  her  father  and  mother, 
whereby  she  would  be  compelled  to  marry 
Lord  Blake. 

She  did  not  know  that  detectives  in  her 
father's  employ,  were  every  day  running 
down  clues  that  would  sooner  or  later  lead  to 
her  discovery. 
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The  comments  of  some  of  the  women  in 
Mrs.  Unicorn's  house,  were  at  times  un- 
favorable. 

It  was  said  that  Miss  Lawson  went  out  too 
much  nights.  Mrs.  Unicorn  had  all  she 
could  do  to  keep  the  comments  from  reach- 
ing the  ears  of  Kate. 

The  unfortunate  girl  would  have  gotten 
along  better,  had  she  mingled  with  the 
boarders  in  their  diversions. 

She  was  never  noisy  nor  demonstrative, 
even  in  her  happy  days.  She  was  willing  to 
talk  and  chat  with  them  on  occasion,  but 
there  was  no  pleasure  in  sliding  down  the 
banisters,  as  she  had  seen  Miss  Smithereens 
do,  and  perhaps  for  that  reason,  on  account 
of  her  odd  ways  in  this  and  other  matters, 
Miss  Smithereens  said  that  she  ought  to  be 
in  an  insane  asylum. 

And  so  Kate  wandered,  and  Mrs.  Unicorn 
watched  her,  and  worried  about  the  strange 
and  unknown  girl. 

There  was  hardly  a  section  of  the  city  and 
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its  suburbs  that  Kate  did  not  traverse  night 
and  day. 

There  were  interminable  walks  over  hard 
pavements  for  hours,  in  which  she  had  gone 
nowhere,  that  is  without  any  object,  and 
finally  worn  out  with  her  ceaseless  travel, 
she  would  seek  the  boarding  house  with 
wearied  limbs,  and  climb  to  her  room,  where 
she  would  lie  down. 

The  other  boarders  would  come  in  with 
their  noise  and  glee,  their  tales  of  life  for  the 
day  in  various  stores  and  offices,  but  Kate 
w^as  not  a  participant,  and  often  she  would 
not  come  down  to  dinner.  Then  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn would  bring  her  up  a  cup  of  tea  and 
some  toast  or  something  nice,  and  endeavor 
to  cheer  her  up. 

Mrs.  Unicorn's  little  girl  became  afraid  of 
Kate  and  her  peculiar  ways.  The  musical 
exercises  were  still  neglected  for  days  and 
days,  and  Mrs.  Unicorn  still  said  nothing. 
Kate  had  fallen  into  good  hands. 


CHAPTER  XLII 

REST  IN  THE  DARK   RIVER 

Ifc  is  surprising  that  some  enterprising 
newspaper  manager  or  reporter  had  not 
caught  the  fact  of  the  runaway  of  Kate 
Powell,  the  daughter  of  one  of  the  great 
millionaires  of  the  famous  metropolis,  and 
made  a  big  article  of  it,  with  cuts  of  the 
principal  dramatis  personae;  but  it  should  be 
remembered  that  Lycurgus  was  a  slow  place, 
and  besides,  the  utmost  secrecy  was  pre- 
served regarding  the  details  of  the  flight  of 
the  young  woman. 

There  were  guesses  in  the  matter,  of 
course,  but  nothing  decidedly  definite. 

Even  the  police  were  paid  to  keep  still. 

It  is  complimentary  to  the  journalistic  in- 
stinct of  Mr.  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby,  that  he 
scented  a  sensation  at  the  sight  of  Kate 
Powell,  but  he  was  unable  to  benefit  by  it. 
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His  unfortunate  misadventure  at  Mrs. 
Unicorn's  boarding  house  continued  to 
arouse  his  ire,  and  he  continued  to  declare 
that  he  would  be  even  with  Reuben  F.  Jenks, 
who  had  threatened  to  put  him  under  the 
pump  on  the  occasion  of  his  visit. 

There  were  times  in  the  evening  when  he 
stood  and  watched  the  house,  and  sometimes 
Paul  Cartridge  was  with  him. 

One  night  they  heard  Miss  Smithereens, 
the  young  saleslady  from  the  ninety-nine  cent 
store  on  Sixth  avenue,  playing  on  the  piano, 
and  Bixby  had  an  idea  that  it  was  the  strange 
girl,  w^hom  he  was  sure  had  a  romantic  his- 
tory that  would  make  a  couple  of  columns 
of  good  reading  for  the  Eveniyig  Thunderbolt 
or  the  Morning  Blizzard. 

^^  There  can't  be  anything  romantic  about 
a  woman  with  a  screech  owl  voice  like  that," 
observed  Paul. 

Just  then  a  window  was  raised  in  an  upper 
story,  and  a  woman,  no  other  than  Kate 
Powell,  reached  out  and  closed  the  blind. 
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The  lamp  in  her  room  was  not  Kt  and  they 
could  not  distinguish  her. 

She  saw  two  men  in  the  shade  of  a  tree, 
and  wondered  why  they  were  loitering  about 
the  house. 

^^That  lady  thinks  the  banging  comes 
from  us,"  remarked  Simon  BoUvar  Bixby. 
*^She  wants  to  shut  out  the  noise.  I'll  ring 
the  door  bell." 

Before  Paul  could  stop  him,  Simon  Bolivar 
Bixby  had  sprung  up  the  steps  and  given 
the  bell  a  tremendous  peal. 

As  he  did  so  the  door  was  suddenly  opened 
on  him  by  a  man  who  happened  to  be  stand- 
ing in  the  hallway. 

The  appearance  was  so  sudden  that  Bixby 
was  taken  aback. 

He  turned  and  darted  down  the  steps,  and 
slipping,  fell  to  the  pavement. 

The  house  was  in  an  uproar,  and  people 
came  flocking  to  the  door. 

Bixby  had  hurt  his  ankle,  and  found  him- 
self unable  to  rise.     Paul  saw  his  danger, 
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and  sought  in  vain,  for  a  moment,  to  lift 
him  to  his  feet.  The  crowd  was  closing  on 
Bixby,  and  the  men  of  the  house  would  un- 
doubtedly have  given  the  society  editor  a 
good  drubbing  only  Paul  succeeded  in  get- 
ting him  away  finally. 

A  bottle  of  arnica  was  purchased  at  a  drug 
store  on  their  way  home,  and  Bixby  spent 
much  of  the  remainder  of  the  night  in  bath- 
ing his  wounded  limb. 

He  scolded  about  the  boarding  house  more 
than  ever,  and  said  that  it  was  Reuben  F. 
Jenks  who  opened  the  door  on  him. 

Paul  could  not  sleep,  and  asked  him  at  the 
end  of  one  of  his  tirades  why  he  did  not  give 
up  the  pursuit  of  a  profession  that  was 
fraught  with  so  much  danger. 

''The  fascination  of  the  life  carries  me 
on,"  was  Bixby's  reply,  with  a  groan.  "I 
intended  to  get  into  the  house  again,  and 
would  have  done  so  but  for  that  fellow." 

Bixby  continued  in  bed  for  several  days, 
and  Paul  went  to  the  Thunderbolt  office  for 
him  to  get  his  money. 
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Day  after  day  Kate  Powell  awoke  with  a 
determination  to  return  home  to  her  father. 

The  confusion  and  racket  of  the  boarding 
house,  the  rush  and  roar  of  the  great  city 
wearied  and  exhausted  her  already  worn  out 
nerves.  And  at  the  same  time,  still  closer 
and  closer  about  her  was  weaving  the  search 
of  the  police,  and  every  day  that  passed  the 
astute  superintendent  was  learning  some 
thing  that  would  the  more  surely  locate  her. 

Away  from  the  boarding  house,  she  found 
strange  pleasure  in  haunting  the  vicinity  of 
the  little  stationery  store,  where  Paul  and 
she  once  exchanged  notes. 

It  seemed  the  only  connecting  link  be- 
tw-een  them  in  the  great,  busy,  hurrying, 
bustling  world. 

She  walked  by  the  stationery  store  in  the 
early  evening,  often  when  the  lamps  were 
just  lighted,  and  she  could  watch  the  new 
proprietor  within,  waiting  on  her  customers, 
or  going  to  or  coming  from  the  apartments 
in  the  rear. 
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More  than  once  had  the  woman's  prede- 
cessor given  her  a  letter  from  Paul.  She 
resolved  to  go  in  there  now  and  buy  note 
paper  and  envelopes,  but  she  would  say  no 
more  about  letters. 

This  woman  had  a  hard  face,  and  method- 
ical manner,  made  so  no  doubt  by  years  of 
struggle  to  keep  her  head  up  in  the  whirl- 
pool of  business,  that  necessity  had  proba- 
bly driven  her  into.  And  yet  Kate  often 
saw  a  prattling  little  child  in  the  store,  and 
perhaps  there  was  a  loving  side  to  the 
woman  after  all,  if  she  was  so  careful  in 
counting  the  pennies  given  her  and  dropping 
them  in  the  till. 

Kate  knew  that  she  had  changed  much  in 
the  past  few  weeks.  She  was  no  longer  the 
smiling  young  lady,  dressed  elegantly.  She 
wore  black  continually,  and  she  had  not  the 
heart  to  give  attention  to  the  little  female 
vanities  that  she  once  delighted  in.  Her 
face  was  wan  and  her  eyes  hollow.  She 
must  have  been  a  spiritless  looking  person, 
even  to  one  of  her  own  sex. 
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She  worried  about  her  mother ;  she 
dreamed  about  her,  and  instinct  seemed  to 
tell  her  that  there  was  danger  at  home. 

She  felt  that  she  ought  to  be  in  Lycurgus. 

One  night  she  dreamed  that  she  saw  her 
mother  in  a  coffin,  and  she  awoke  with  a 
cry,  and  found  that  her  forehead  was  cov- 
ered with  perspiration. 

She  thought  to  write  to  her  father,  and 
the  letter  was  indited,  and  the  strange  whim 
seized  her  to  take  it  dov/n  to  her  fatiier's 
office  and  leave  it  there  for  him. 

Then  on  the  way  to  the  office  she  tore  the 
letter  up  in  the  street  and  threw  the  tattered 
pieces  of  paper  away. 

Then  came  another  of  those  nights  when 
she  wandered  late  in  the  streets,  her  black 
dress  bedraggled  and  traihng  after  her. 

Through  the  shadows  she  passed,  avoiding 
the  bright  lights,  hurrying  along  hke  a  lost 
soul,  no  home,  no  shelter,  except  a  New 
York  boarding  house. 

And  again,  as  she  had  done  before,  she 
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found  herself  by  the  murky  river,  down  a 
long  dark  pier,  and  looking  into  the  black 
water  wished  to  seek  rest  and  oblivion 
there. 


CHAPTER  XLIII 

HE   CANNOT    DECIDE 

The  unfortunate  Paul  could  look  into  the 
splendid  gray  eyes  of  Celestine  Mullaley  and 
see  tenderness  there  that  awoke  no  response 
from  him. 

The  dehcate,  creamy  complexion  and  yield- 
ing, willowy  form  of  Edith  Marvin  was  de- 
lightful no  doubt  to  look  on,  but  he  could  not 
love  her,  even  though  her  little  white  hand 
nestled  in  his  own. 

He  thought  sometimes  of  advertising.  A 
man  could  generally  find  almost  anything 
he  wanted  by  advertising  in  a  New  York 
morning  paper,  but  he  did  not  beheve  there 
was  another  Kate  Powell  in  the  world. 
Kate,  of  the  Juno-like  figure,  tall  and 
shapely,  and  eyes  that  were  so  peculiar  and 
fascinating,  showing  the  different  moods  of 
her  soul 
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There  were  depths  in  Kate's  eyes  that 
could  not  be  found  in  Celestine's,  though  the 
latter's  gray  orbs,  with  their  long  lashes, 
were  lovely. 

There  may  have  been  people  conversant 
with  the  circumstances  who  would  have  con- 
cluded that  Paul  Cartridge  was  engaged  in 
marriage  to  Celestine  Mullaley. 

Paul  did  not  consider  the  matter  in  that 

light.     He  could  hardly  have  told  as  to  what 

had  passed  between  them.  He  had  talked 
of  love  to  her,  but  it  was  in  a  perfunctory 

way,  and  she,  with  her  sparkling  wit,  was 
ready  to  meet  him  half  way.  One  evening 
they  had  sat  mooning  in  Tompkins'  Square; 
but  he  remembered  that  he  was  not  respon- 
sive, and  did  not  care  to  have  her  half  lean 
her  head  on  his  shoulder,  and  said  that  he 
was  afraid  there  w^as  a  policeman  looking  at 
them. 

On  another  occasion,  he  went  to  write  up 
a  society  affair,  the  moonlight  picnic  of  the 
Janies  F.   Gilhooly  Association,  at  the  re- 
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quest  of  Simon  Bolivar  Bixb}^  Celestine 
knew  that  he  was  going,  but  he  did  not  ask 
her. 

He  had  been  at  the  function  for  about  an 
hour,  and  was  walking  idly  about,  when  he 
was  surprised  to  catch  sight  of  no  other  than 
Celestine  Mullaley  dancing  v^ath  Tommy 
Driscoll. 

The  appearance  of  Celestine  excited  him 
bingularly.  Her  face  was  flushed  and  there 
was  a  strange,  wild  hght  in  her  eyes. 

Round  and  round  Celestine  and  Driscoll 
went  in  the  mad  whirl,  and  Paul  slunk  from 
view. 

He  stood  in  the  darkness  and  saw  her 
afterwards  on  a  seat  alone,  the  same  per- 
turbed, anxious  look  on  her  face,  and  he  felt 
guilty.  He  had  an  instinctive  feeling  that 
she  was  looking  for  him;  no  doubt  had  seen 
him  in  the  throng. 

He  saw  Judge  Googan,  Assemblyman 
O'Connor  and  Senator  Farley  drinking  at 
the  crowded  bar,  and  wished  she  was  away 
from  there. 
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It  was  a  noisy  scene,  smoke  and  dust  and 
glaring  lights;  a  blaring  band,  shouts,  shuf- 
fling of  feet,  and  a  perennial  flow  of  beer. 

He  thought  to  do  his  duty,  and  go  and 
speak  with  her;  but  the  ominous  shadow  of 
the  elegant  Mr.  Tommy  DriscoU  was  over  it 
all,  and  he  went  away. 

A  man  was  watching  him  there,  who  was 
no  less  a  person  than  a  detective  from  head- 
quarters, and  this  man  knew  that  Paul  was 
wanted  for  the  robbery  of  Ezra  F.  Powell's 
house. 


CHAPTER  XLIV 

A  HINT  TO  GO  HOME 

This  detective  had  conversed  with  Simon 
BoUvar  Bixby  about  Paul  several  times,  but 
Bixby  did  not  want  to  say  anything  to  Paul 
about  it. 

Bixby  had  stoutly  asserted  to  the  detective 
that  Paul  was  his  brother.  The  detective 
had  not  made  an  arrest  yet,  that  was  certain, 
and  Bixby  did  not  think  that  he  would  do 
so,  Bixby  had  good  reasons  for  this  opin- 
ion, but  as  stated,  he  kept  his  opinions  to 
himself,  and  did  not  want  to  worry  Paul. 

Paul  returned  to  his  room  from  the  picnic 
of  the  James  F.  Gilhooly  Association,  and 
not  finding  Bixby  in,  proceeded  to  w^rite  a 
note  to  Miss  Edith  Marvin.  He  was  certain 
that  Miss  Mullaley  would  not  do  for  a  wife, 
so  far  as  he  was  concerned. 

He  asked  Miss  Marvin  if  she  would  attend 
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church  with  him  the  next  Sunday  evening. 
She  had  spoken  to  him  of  her  church  and 
he  thought  that  he  would  hke  to  go  there 
with  her. 

It  was  a  warm  moist  night  and  he  sat 
with  her  in  the  httle  edifice,  and  nearly  went 
to  sleep,  in  the  heat  and  glare  of  the  gas, 
and  under  the  expounding  of  the  clergyman. 

Edith  was  very  dignified  by  his  side  in  all 
the  paraphernalia  of  her  best  clothes.  She 
wore  a  lovely  hat,  which  w^as  very  becoming 
to  her,  and  her  face  was  very  sweet. 

She  was  undoubtedly  proud  of  her  beau, 
and  he  was  glad  of  that.  He  knew  that 
their  every  motion  was  noticed  by  this  little 
world  of  people  who  made  up  the  congrega- 
tion, and  that  they  would  be  the  subjects  of 
much  talk  when  the  service  was  over. 

They  sang  together  from  the  same  hymn 
book,  and  he  felt  in  some  way,  in  this 
church,  that  he  had  once  more  returned  to 
sweetness,  purity  and  light. 

At  the  close  of  the  service,  the  earnest 
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clergyman  grasped  him  by  the  hand,  warmly, 
and  asked  him  how  it  was  with  him  to-night. 

He  could  only  blurt  out  an  inaudible  reply. 

Edith  was  a  susceptible,  impressionable 
young  woman.  Her  nature  was  indeed 
tender  and  yielding.  After  church,  they 
took  a  walk,  and  then  sat  in  the  front  parlor 
of  her  Myrtle  avenue  house. 

Her  parents  vacated  the  parlor  for  them, 
as  good  American  parents  should  do,  and 
she  and  Paul  had  the  room  all  to  them- 
selves. 

He  was  not  communicative,  and  she  was 
full  of  life,  and  talk,  beaming  on  him  in  her 
pleasant  way,  and  leaning  over  his  chair  as 
he  turned  the  leaves  of  the  inevitable  photo- 
graph album. 

One  was  Aunt  Mary,  and  another  was 
Uncle  George,  and  a  third  was  Aunt  Polly, 
and  he  suddenly  shut  the  rickety  album 
with  a  bang.  She  felt  hurt,  and  went  to  the 
piano,  where  she  played  ''The  Cows  are  in 
the  Clover,  Maggie," 
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^*  That  is  decidedly  new  !  "  lie  drawled. 

She  did  not  take  the  hint  and  kept  on. 
Then  she  seized  a  volume  of  Moody  and 
Sankey's  hymns,  and  sang  several  of  them 
very  well,  and  he  joined  with  her. 

A  more  graceful  and  attractive  girl  he 
had  never  seen,  and  he  wished  that  he  could 
love  her.  Even  now,  his  mind  was  on  Kate 
Powell.  Edith's  complexion  was  dehcious, 
if  such  a  word  of  description  will  do,  and 
her  lips  were  hke  red  roses,  but  he  could 
only  sigh  for  one  who  was  absent,  probably 
now  married  to  a  lord,  or  soon  to  be  anyway. 

The  hour  waxed  late,  and  the  clock  ticked 
unheeded  by.  The  piano  ceased  and  they 
talked  in  low  tones. 

He  had  her  little  white  hand  in  his.  It 
was  an  old  trick  with  him.  It  was  not  the 
first  Httle  hand  that  he  had  held. 

There  was  an  uncovered  stove  pipe  hole  in 
the  ceiling.  He  was  satisfied  that  her  father 
and  mother  had  retired  to  the  room  above, 
judging  from  noises  indistinctly  heard.     He 
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did  not  like  the  looks  of  the  father,  who 
greeted  him  rather  crustily  as  he  came  in. 
It  was  evident  that  the  head  of  the  house 
wished  to  sleep. 

Edith  was  again  thrumming  the  piano,  and 
they  were,  very  likely,  laughing  and  gigg- 
ling, when  he  became  aware  of  a  sound  at 
the  stove  pipe  hole.  He  looked  in  that  di- 
rection and  saw  an  object  descending.  It 
had  already  passed  through  the  hole. 

At  first  he  was  dismayed,  thinking  it  was 
a  man. 

It  proved  to  be  a  boot,  and  in  the  boot 
was  a  lighted  lamp. 

The  whole  apparatus  was  held  by  a  stout 
string,  fastened  to  the  boot  straps. 

Edith  caught  sight  of  it,  when  it  was 
midway  between  the  ceihng  and  floor. 

'^Oh,  how  mean  of  pa!''  she  exclaimed, 
turning  on  the  music  stool. 

She  seized  the  lamp,  and  sat  it  on  the 
table.  It  gave  a  bright  light,  and  both  she 
aud  he  looked  sheepish. 
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*'Itake  it,"  said  he,  ''that  this  is  a  hint 
for  me  to  go  home." 

''  No  !  No  !  "  said  she,  hurriedly,  ''papa  is 
queer." 

She  begged  him  not  to  take  offense,  but 
stay  longer. 

He  answered  that  he  did  not  take  offense, 
but  he  ought  to  go.  She  followed  him  out 
upon  the  porch,  and  began  to  weep. 

This  was  too  much. 

"  Now  !  now  ! "  he  cried,  "  I  like  you  too 
well !  I  do  not  like  to  see  tears  in  your 
tender,  trustful  eyes." 

"  And  you  do  not  take  offense  ?"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"Not  a  particle!  I  didn't  mind  the  old 
man.  I  guess  he  is  not  much  accustomed  to 
society.  I  only  fear  the  vengeance  that  he 
may  take  on  you  when  I  am  gone." 

"Mother  will  attend  to  that,"  she  said, 
smihng,  her  eyes  filled  anew  with  tears. 
"  Ma  runs  the  house." 

"But  the  boot!"  he  exclaimed.     "It  is 
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figurative.  A  symbol.  It  means  get  out, 
or  you  will  be  kicked  out." 

^'Mother  is  your  friend,"  said  she. 
**  Father  dares  do  nothing,  if  she  forbids  it." 

**  And  why  do  you  think  your  mother  is 
my  friend  ? " 

^^I  have  told  her  that  you  have  a  steady 
situation  and  are  getting  twenty  dollars  a 
week." 

He  was  gone  a  few  moments  later,  his 
footfalls  sounding  on  the  deserted  pavement. 

She  watched  his  retreating  figure,  and 
then  went  within,  strange  misgivings  troub- 
ling her. 


CHAPTER  XLV 

TWO  VILLAINS  CAUGHT 

Ezra  F.  Powell  was  nearly  distracted. 
His  wife  had  exhibited  symptoms  of  mania. 
Still  unable  to  speak,  she  arose  from  her  bed 
one  afternoon  when  she  was  unobserved, 
and  stealing  from  her  room,  she  ran  into  the 
hallway,  down  the  broad  stairs,  to  the  lower 
hall,  and  opening  the  front  door,  stood  for  a 
moment,  her  hair  flowing  in  the  wind,  and 
her  lips  moving  unintelligibly. 

Then  she  darted  down  the  graveled  walk, 
and  into  the  street. 

On,  on  she  hurried,  and  one  arm  she 
raised  aloft  in  the  air. 

The  head  gardener  saw  her,  and  gave 
chase. 

He  caught  up  with  her,  and  she  fought  to 

get  away,  seemingly  with  the  strength  of 

ten  men. 
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Others  came  hurriedly  from  the  house, 
amongst  them  Mr.  Powell,  and  she  was 
forcibly  carried  within,  after  blankets  had 
been  wrapped  about  her. 

The  sun  was  setting  behind  the  western 
hills,  leaving  a  rosy  flush  behind,  before  she 
w^as  quieted,  but  much  of  the  night  she 
raved,  and  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro  of 
physicians,  nurses  and  attendants.  Lights 
flashed  at  the  windows,  through  all  the 
darkness  of  the  night,  and  the  report  ran 
around  with  the  dawn  of  day,  that  Mrs. 
Powell  was  dying. 

Ezra  F.  Powell  had  sat  by  her  bedside  for 
^iOurs,  holding  her  hand,  as  she  tossed  to 
and  fro,  and  vainly  looking  into  her  eyes  for 
signs  of  intelligence.  She  only  slept  as 
morning  approached,  falling  into  a  deep 
sleep  that  it  seemed  would  have  no  awaken- 
ing. 

His  nerves  were  shattered,  and  he  was 
able  to  find  no  rest  himself.  During  the 
forenoon  there  w^as  a  piercing  scream,  and 
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he  hurried  to  the  room,  and  found  her  sitting 
upright  in  bed,  and  apparently  searching 
around  with  her  feeble  hands  for  her  cloth- 
ing. 

There  was  the  same  meaningless  stare  in 
her  eyes,  as  they  looked  at  him. 

Dr.  Oswald  shook  his  head  gravely,  when 
Mr.  Powell  asked  him  if  there  was  any 
chance. 

*^I  am  afraid  she  is  hopelessly  insane," 
was  his  reply. 

*^Will  medicine  do  nothing  ?"  Mr.  Powell 
asked.  ^^Is  there  anything  that  money  can 
buy,  that  wiU  help  her  ?  " 

''  There  is  not  money  enough  in  the  world 
to  effect  a  cure,"  said  Dr.  Oswald,  ^^so  I 
fear." 

Mr.  Powell  left  him  abruptly,  and  went 
to  his  private  room. 

There  he  sat  in  abstraction. 

Gossip  was  busy  in  the  village,  and  it  was 
beginning  to  be  weU  understood  that  Kato 
had  fled  from  her  father's  roof. 
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Opinion  was  general  in  certain  quarters 
that  Kate  was  a  wicked,  wayward  girl,  who 
had  broken  her  mother's  heart  and  had 
gone  away  to  join  Paul  Cartridge  who  was 
nobody  knew  where. 

Deep  sympathy  was  expressed  for  Mrs. 
Powell  by  these  people.  It  was  said  that 
she  had  a  hard  time  with  this  daughter, 
whose  tendencies  were  wild.  Many  of  the 
girl's  unconventionalities  were  remembered; 
her  indifference  to  going  to  church,  her 
wanderings  in  the  woods  with  Paul  Cart- 
ridge, who  was  considered  somewhat  in  the 
line  of  a  madcap  himself,  writing  poetry  in 
his  room,  when  his  father  was  hard  at  work 
in  the  blacksmith  shop. 

The  Cartridges  were  certainly  not  of  the 
elite  of  Lycurgus,  and  his  eccentricities 
could  not  be  forgiven. 

Mr.  Powell  would  not  venture  away  from 
the  house,  except  in  a  closed  carriage. 

He  did  not  go  down  to  the  grocery  store 
to  chat  any  more,  and  he  was  not  seen  at 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  335 

Cartridge's  shop  talking  with  Cartridge,  or 
anybody  that  came  along.  The  jovial  pros- 
perous look  was  gone  from  his  face,  and 
people  wiio  saw  him  said  that  he  looked 
bent,  shabby  and  old. 

To  add  to  his  distraction,  he  was  still  in 
continual  communication  with  the  super- 
intendent of  police  of  Xew  York.  Letters 
arrived  daily,  that  he  answered,  and  tele- 
grams in  cypher  came  from  the  same  source. 

One  evening,  at  dusk,  two  strange  men 
arrived  at  the  railroad  station,  and  were 
driven  in  Mr.  Powell's  closed  carriage  to  his 
residence. 

They  were  closeted  with  Mr.  Powell  until 
two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

The  gist  of  their  conversation  was  to  the 
effect  that  two  men  were  now  under  lock 
and  key,  charged  with  the  robbery  of  Mr. 
Powell's  house. 

Both  men  denied  the  charge,  and  pro- 
fessed never  to  have  heard  of  the  robbery 
before. 
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There  was  good  proof  that  they  w^ere 
guilty.  Pawn  tickets  found  on  their  per- 
sons were  presented  at  a  certain  pawn- 
broker's shop,  and  the  result  was  the  pro- 
duction of  goods  that  were  unquestionably 
stolen  from  Mr.  Powell's  residence  on  the 
night  of  the  famous  robbery. 

But  this  did  not  yet  clear  Paul  in  the  law. 
A  charge  had  been  made  against  him,  and 
the  charge  was  not  yet  disproven. 

Two  men  were  thus  under  arrest,  and 
four  men,  it  was  known,  were  concerned 
in  it. 

The  two  men  who  were  caught  were  as 
dumb  as  oysters,  and  would  say  nothing. 


CHAPTER  XLVI 

AT  PEACE 

It  was  about  this  time  that  a  plain,  quiet 
man  appeared  at  Mrs.  Unicorn's  boarding 
house  and  engaged  rooms. 

He  gave  the  name  of  James  F.  Milliken. 
That  was  not  his  right  name.  He  was  a 
detective,  and  he  was  employed  to  w^atch 
Kate  Pow^ell. 

Her  father  was  aware  of  all  this.  Her 
whereabouts  had  been  ascertained,  but  it 
was  not  thought  best  to  apprehend  her  and 
remove  her  home  on  account  of  the  critical 
state  of  affairs  there.  The  death  of  Mrs. 
Powell  was  daily  expected. 

The  motive  was  to  watch  Kate  at  present, 
and  see  if  she  was  in  communication  with 
Paul  Cartridge. 

The  police  officials  v/ere  at  times  inclined 
to  think  that,  perhaps,  Paul  Cartridge  was 
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concerned  in  the  burglary.  They  did  not 
intimate  the  suspicion  to  Mr.  Powell,  how- 
ever. 

Mr.  Milliken  first  saw  Kate  Powell  at  the 
breakfast  table. 

He  watched  her  movements  as  she  ate. 
He  saw  that  she  had  no  appetite — she  ate 
in  a  perfunctory  sort  of  way.  Once  he 
caught  her  eye.  She  trembled  violently, 
then  dropped  her  fork,  and  hurried  from  the 
room.  Instinct  made  her  dread  him  more 
than  any  man  in  the  house. 

This  worried  Mr.  Milliken.  He  had  not 
anticipated  psychological  intercommunica- 
tion. 

It  was  new  to  him  in  his  experience.  It 
was  not  possible  that  she  could  know  him 
or  his  business  by  the  ordinary  means. 

The  other  people  hardly  minded  him. 
Mrs.  Unicorn  merely  wondered  as  to  why 
he  should  spend  so  much  tiaie  in  his  room. 
This  was  new  to  her.  Everybody,  almost, 
that  she  saw  now  was  in  a  hurry  and  rush 
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for  the  dollars  and  cents,  and  the  irrational 
pleasures  that  came  as  a  resting  spell. 

The  most  obnoxious  person  in  the  establish- 
ment, in  the  estimation  of  Mr.  Milliken,  was 
a  Chicago  man,  who  was  the  quintessence 
of  hustling  activity  and  noise,  continually 
hustling  and  talking  of  his  money  making, 
dressing  loudly,  with  plenty  of  jewelry, 
shovehng  his  food  in  his  mouth  with  his 
knife,  and  sometimes  in  such  a  hurry  that 
he  too  came  sliding  down  the  banisters  and 
bounded  into  the  dining  room  like  a  rocket. 

The  men  talked  of  how  much  money  they 
were  making,  and  the  women  of  their  new 
hats  and  their  new  dresses. 

Mr.  Milliken  made  daily  reports  to  Mr. 
Powell.  The  latter  continued  to  watch  by 
the  bedside  of  his  wife.  She  w^as  in  a  semi- 
comatose state  now,  her  mind  apparently 
gone  still  farther,  and  her  eyes  conveying 
less  and  less  of  intelligence.  It  was  as 
though  the  soul  had  disappeared  and  the 
body  was  still  animate. 
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Mr.  Powell  shuddered  as  he  gazed  at  her. 
He  could  not  touch  her  form.  He  shrank 
from  sight  of  his  wife  and  went  moaning  to 
his  room  across  the  hall. 

It  were  better  that  she  were  dead  than 
this,  was  his  frequent  cry.  Her  fever  was 
gone.  She  no  longer  made  manifestations. 
She  lived,  but  it  was  without  intelligence, 
evidently.  He  could  look  into  her  eyes  and 
see  the  calm  expression  of  nothing.  He 
prayed  that  God  would  take  her,  rather  than 
leave  her  to  the  horrible  fate  that  seemed  in 
store  for  the  poor  woman. 

He  longed  to  go  to  New  York  and  talk 
with  Milliken,  to  view  the  house  where  Kate 
was  located,  but  could  not  do  so. 

He  had  an  intimation  that  Paul  was  found 
to  be  one  of  the  burglars,  but  scouted  the 
idea. 

Doctors  disagreed  as  to  whether  the  sight 
of  Kate  would  prove  beneficial  to  her 
mother. 

The  greatest  authority,  Dr.  Phillips,  held 
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that  should  Mrs.  Powell  see  Kate  the  w^oman 
would  become  a  raving  maniac,  tearing  at 
anything  or  anybody  that  she  could  reach 
Intelhgence  might  return,  but  at  the  cost  of 
horrible  mental  agony  and  suffering.  She 
was  evidently  at  peace  now. 

Mr.  Milliken  was  able  to  follow  Kate  about 
in  her  walks.  Her  w^anderings  were  still 
aimless  in  the  streets.  He  was  satisfied  that 
she  knew  nothing  of  Paul  Cartridge. 

Kate  and  Mr.  Milliken  w^ere  both  the  sub- 
ject of  conversation  among  the  people  of  the 
boarding  house,  who  saw  much  that  was 
very  strange  in  their  ways;  they  were  each 
so  quiet,  no  bustle  or  hustle  in  either. 

And,  in  the  meantime,  Mr.  Milliken  could 
not  look  at  Kate  Powell  without  observing 
that  she  immediately  became  nervous.  For 
this  reason  he  refrained,  usually,  from  fixing 
his  attention  on  her,  though  all  the  time  he 
was  watching  her  closely. 

Hjs  one  fear  was  that  she  would  flee  the 
house,  and  affairs  would  be  precipitated. 


CHAPTER  XLYII 

THE  CASH  DRAWER  LOCKED 

One  evening  Bixby  said  that  he  saw  a 
paragraph  in  a  paper  to  the  effect  that  Lord 
Blake  was  again  in  the  West  on  a  hunt  for 
buffaloes. 

*'Can  it  be  possible,'-  observed  Bixby, 
*Hhat  he  has  given  up  Miss  Powell  ?" 

A  gleam  of  joy  shone  in  Paul's  eyes. 

*'Are  you  sure  that  you  saw  the  para- 
graph ? "  he  asked. 

*^As  sure  as  that  I  am  born." 

'*  It  must  be  some  mistake." 

'^Possibly  not.  Powell  may  have  given 
him  to  understand  that  the  cash  drawer  is 
securely  locked." 

*^I  can  hardly  believe  it,"  mused  Paul. 

'*  It  is  evident  that  you  are  done  with  Miss 
Mullaley,"  remarked  Bixby. 

** Quite  likely  that  is  so,"  was  the  reply 
with  deliberation. 
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*'And  you  now  seek  the  favor  of  Miss 
Marvin  ? " 

*'  I  call  to  see  her  frequently." 

^*Do  her  parents  countenance  your  ad- 
dresses ? " 

''As  to  that  I  cannot  speak  definitely.  Her 
father  hardly  comes  under  the  category  of  a 
society  man." 

"I  should  draw  that  conclusion  from  the 
way  in  which  he  invited  you  to  go  home  one 
night  recently." 

"  He  has  not  the  graces  of  poHte  life  most 
certainly." 

"You  can  never  love  again  as  you  have 
loved  once,"  said  Bixby.  "Marry  now  for 
wealth  and  position.  Miss  Mullaley's  hand 
is  yours  if  you  will  but  take  it." 

"There  is  a  lion  in  the  path,"  ventured 
Paul. 

"  Tommy  DriscoU  ? " 

"Yes,  the  next  Assemblyman  from  the 
16th  district." 

"Do  you  fear  him  when  you  have  the  en- 
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courage ment  of  father,  mother  and  daugh- 
ter ? " 

^'I  do  not  fear  him,"  was  the  haughty- 
reply. 

'^It  is  the  talk  of  the  ward  that  you  are 
engaged  to  Celestine  Mullaley,"  said  Bixby. 

*' Nothing  of  the  kind,"  answered  Paul. 
'^No  one  could  construe  our  intimacy  into 
anything  of  the  sort.  It  was  a  matter  of 
personal  friendship;  that  is  all." 

^^  You'll  find  what  it  is  if  she  gets  at  you 
once,"  drawled  Bixby,  at  the  same  time 
laughing. 

This  worried  Paul.  How  could  he  be  en- 
gaged to  Celestine  Mullaley  ?  He  did  not  be- 
lieve anything  of  the  kind. 

Bixby  told  him  a  few  days  later  that  he 
knew  that  Edith  Marvin's  father  was  a  man 
who  would  not  stand  much  fooling. 

Paul  did  not  like  the  looks  of  Mr.  Marvin 
himself,  but  was  sometimes  inclined  to  think 
that  he  would  be  willing  to  marry  Edith. 
He  had  passed  the  plumbing  shop  one  day 
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and  Mr.  Marvin  vouchsafed  him  no  sign  of 
recognition.  It  was  evident  that  Mr.  Marvin 
vras  no  kind  of  society  man. 

Nevertheless,  Paul  was  permitted  to  take 
Miss  Marvin  to  Wallack's  Theatre,  Bixby 
procured  the  tickets,  and  he  and  Edith  sat  in 
the  same  seats  where  once  he  had  sat  with 
Celestine  MuUaley. 

He  was  unhappy,  and  though  he  enjoyed 
the  performance  in  a  way,  there  was  a  dull, 
heavy  load  ou  his  mind  all  the  time.  How- 
ever, there  was  intoxication  of  the  senses  at 
Wallack's;  the  warm,  bright  lights,  the  gay 
attire  of  the  women,  the  rich  upholstery,  the 
soft  music  and  the  mimetic  scenes  on  the 
stage,  made  him  forget  himself  at  times. 
Edith  nestled  to  him  in  a  charming,  confi- 
dential way,  a  glow  on  her  cheeks,  and  he 
resolved  to  himself  as  there  was  a  sudden 
burst  of  music  from  the  orchestra,  that  he 
should  marry  her  yet,  and  be  happy. 

He  left  her  at  her  house  after  the  play, 
talkmg  with  her  in   the    moonlight  at  the 
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door,  and  then  rode  back  to  New  York  on 
the  ferryboat,  standing  outside,  and  once 
more  watching  the  myriad  hghts  of  the  two 
great  cities,  and  the  passing  craft  sweeping 
by,  coming  out  from  the  darkness  Hke 
phantoms,  and  then  disappearing. 

The  next  morning  he  was  thunderstruck 
when  the  postman  brought  him  a  letter  from 
Celestine  Mullaley. 

"  You  have  not  been  around  to  the  house 
lately,"  she  wrote.  ^^  Is  anything  the  mat- 
ter ?  Have  I  offended  you  in  any  waj^  ?  I 
saw  you  at  an  excursion  the  other  day,  but 
you  did  not  offer  to  speak  to  me." 

He  promptly  answered  that  he  saw  her 
with  Mr.  Driscoll,  and  did  not  want  to  inter- 
fere. '^  Why  should  I  stand  in  the  way  of 
your  happiness  ? "  he  added. 

He  mailed  this  letter  with  considerable 
misgivings.  Did  the  girl  really  care  for 
him  ?    He  hoped  not. 


CHAPTER   XLVIII 

CELESTINE  AND   EDITH 

One  balmy  evening  he  strolled  moodily 
down  to  Alderman  Mullaley's  ward  and  soon 
was  passing  through  the  street  where  she 
lived. 

There  was  the  usual  swarm  of  people  on 
the  sidewalk,  and  women  leaning  out  at  the 
windows. 

Celestine  was  standing  in  the  doorway  in 
the  shadow.  She  was  dressed  in  white,  and 
he  caught  only  an  indistinct  view  of  her. 

He  supposed  that  of  course  the  alderman 
and  Tommy  Driscoll  and  Judge  Googan  and 
the  rest  of  the  leaders  of  the  district  were 
T\ithin,  but  he  hurried  by  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street,  and  returned  to  his  room,  where 
he  sat  at  the  window  for  some  time  in  pain- 
ful thought. 

He  wondered  if  it  were  true  that  Lord 
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Blake  was  now  in  the  west,  hunting  for 
buffaloes,  and  if  so,  had  his  lordship  given 
up  the  pursuit  of  Kate  Powell  ?  He  some- 
times thought  that  he  should  write  home  to 
his  parents,  but  this  he  neglected. 

His  money  was  running  low.  He  had 
done  no  business  of  late,  and  he  knew  that 
he  must  start  out  again,  selling  assorted 
needles  in  the  suburbs,  in  order  to  keep  soul 
and  body  together.  A  dislike  of  people  was 
growing  on  him.  He  preferred  to  be  alone. 
The  happiest  hours  that  he  had  passed  of 
late,  was  in  lying  on  the  rocks  on  the  shoi-e 
just  above  Astoria,  watching  the  scenery  of 
Long  Island  Sound,  and  the  panorama  of 
moving  craft,  tugs,  ships  and  steamers,  the 
air  soft  and  pleasant,  the  sunshine  bright 
and  the  water  softly  lapping  the  pebbles  on 
the  shore. 

He  longed  to  get  away  from  this  hurry- 
ing, pushing,  jostling  civilization,  and  rest 
somewhere  in  peace,  with  one  whom  he 
loved.  Kate  understood  him,  and  at  times 
he  felt  that  she  would  yet  be  his  own. 
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Sometimes  he  would  call  on  Miss  Marvin 
and  she  would  meet  him  in  tears. 

On  one  occasion  he  said  to  her,  ^^  What  is 
the  matter  with  you  ?  " 

^'My  home  is  not  a  happy  one,"  she  an- 
swered. 

^^I,  too,  have  seen  trouble,"  he  said,  slip- 
ping an  arm  around  her  waist,  as  they  sat 
on  the  sofa.  *'  There  are  times  when  I  do 
not  know  what  to  do.  I  have  been  advised 
by  physicians  to  go  more  into  society,  but  I 
do  not  like  its  hollow  shams  and  subter- 
fuges. "" 

"I  do  not  care  much  for  society  either," 
she  answered,  resting  her  head  on  his 
shoulder,  "but  there  is  a  sociable  at  our 
church  next  Wednesday  evening,  and  I  w^ish 
you  would  go  with  me." 

*'And  why,  is  not  your  home  a  happy 
one  ? "  he  inquired. 

*' Father  is  cross,"  she  answered,  pouting 
her  cherry  lips,  while  a  frown  appeared  on 
her  pretty  face. 
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*'  He  objects  to  me,  perhaps  1 " 

*'  He  is  always  asking  how  much  wages 
you  get.  '^ 

He  playfully  slapped  her  hands,  and  slie 
gleefully  boxed  his  ears.  They  had  a  merry 
little  romp  in  the  room,  and  he  became 
quite  cheerful  and  gay.  He  tried  to  catch 
her  as  she  dodged  around  the  center  table, 
and  a  vase  was  overturned  and  smashed. 
Her  hair  became  unloosened,  in  delightful 
disorder,  her  eyes  spai'kled  with  mischief, 
and  her  face  was  flushed.  He  caught  her 
by  the  wrist,  and  she  broke  away  and  ran. 

He  followed  her  into  the  dining-room 
where  her  father  sat  reading  a  paper,  with 
his  glasses  on,  thence  to  the  kitchen,  up  the 
back  stairs,  through  several  halls  and  apart- 
ments above,  then  down  the  front  stairs, 
where  he  managed  to  catch  her  as  she 
stopped,  panting,  when  suddenly  they  were 
confronted  by  the  portly  form  of  Mrs. 
Marvin. 

*^One  moment,"  said  the  mistress  of  the 
mansion,  ^*  what  does  all  this  mean  ?  " 
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'' Nothing,"  he  answered. 

''  What  are  your  intentions  toward  my 
daughter  ?"  she  asked. 

' '  The  most  honorable  in  the  world, "  was 
his  unhesitating  reply. 

'^What  do  you  mean  by  turning  this 
house  into  a  race  course  1 "  she  asked. 

^^  We  were  enjoying  a  little  romp,  after 
sitting  for  some  time  looking  over  the 
photograph  album.  I  am  sorry  that  we  dis- 
turbed either  you  or  Mr.  Marvin.  I  hope 
you  will  excuse  me." 

^^  You  look  well  meaning  and  honest,  but 
there  is  no  telling  anything  about  you  men." 

"  I  am  true  blue,"  was  his  reply. 

*'  What  is  your  business  ? " 

^^I  am  a  traveling  agent  for  Hotchkiss  & 
Co.,  dealers  in  assorted  needles." 

She  looked  mollified.  Edith  had  disap- 
peared. He  found  his  hat  and  bowed  him- 
self out  of  the  house  as  politely  as  he  could, 
at  the  same  time  asking  Mrs.  Marvin  to 
remind  her  daughter  that  he  would  call  on 
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the  next  Wednesday  evening  to  escort  the 
young  lady  to  the  sociable  in  the  parlors  of 
the  Maple  Street  Church;  and  obtaining  the 
mother's  consent  to  her  going  with  him. 

The  next  morning  brought  him  two  let- 
ters, one  from  Edith  Marvin,  and  one  from 
Celestine  Mullaley. 

Edith  wrote  that  she  liked  him  better  than 
ever,  but  they  must  be  more  careful  in  the 
house.  Her  mother  was  satisfied  with  him, 
if  he  would  have  more  dignity,  and  there 
was  nobody  to  make  trouble  but  her  father. 

He  could  answer  Edith  well  enough,  but 
Celestine  Mullaley  perplexed  him. 

He  resolved  to  solve  the  problem  by  call- 
ing upon  the  latter  young  lady  like  a  man. 

She  received  him  in  a  rather  frigid  man- 
ner, which  soon  disappeared  in  an  appear- 
ance of  cordiality. 

She  wore  a  Mother  Hubbard  wrapper,  and 
it  was  evident  that  she  had  not  completed 
her  toilet  for  the  day.  On  her  fingers  were 
geveral  diamond  rings, 
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The  grand  piano  worth  §750.00  remained 
unopened  and  untouched.  There  was  no 
music  in  the  air.  Her  face  was  very  bright 
and  intellectual,  and  pleasing.  The  face  of 
Edith  Marvin  was  hke  that  of  a  pretty  doll 
in  comparison  with  it. 

^'  You  may  misunderstand  me,  Paul,"  said 
she,  '^  but  I  do  not  know  what  you  mean  ? 
Is  there  anything  that  I  have  done  to  offend 
you  ? " 

'^Most  assuredly  not,"  he  answered. 

^*  Your  manner  has  been  so  singular  that 
I  sought  to  tell  you  that  my  ready  tongue 
may  at  times  have  caused  you  offence." 

"No,"  he  answered,  slowly. 

"  I  am  glad  of  it,"  said  she.  ''  I  am  sure 
we  should  be  good  friends." 

"  I  know  of  no  reason  why  we  should  not 
be,"  said  he. 

A  vague  conversation  was  carried  on  with 
visible  embarrassment  on  both  sides,  and 
soon  he  arose  to  go. 

She  asked  him  to  call  again,  and  he  said 
that  he  would  be  happy  to  do  so. 


CHAPTER  XLIX 

AN  AWFUL  FATE 

Mr.  Milliken,  the  detective,  was  obliged  to 
give  some  occupation  during  his  sojourn  in 
Mrs.  Unicorn's  boarding  house,  and  so  he  let 
it  be  known  that  he  was  an  author. 

This  satisfied  the  boarders,  when  he  showed 
that  he  had  no  business  that  obliged  him  to 
bolt  his  food  and  rush  away  in  the  morning. 

The  fact  of  his  assumed  profession  did  not 
arouse  the  interest  in  him  that  would  have 
been  evoked  in  a  Boston  boarding  house, 
filled  with  cultured  beings,  and  at  the  same 
time  it  accounted  for  his  idleness,  his  fits  of 
abstraction,  and  the  hours  that  he  spent  in 
his  room,  where  it  v/as  supposed  that  he  was 
undergoing  the  process  of  incubation  in  the 
production  of  some  possibly  great  literary 
work. 

He    soon  perceived    that    Kate    Powell's 
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tastes  were  literary  and  artistic,  and  it  was 
in  consequence  of  this  that  he  was  able  to 
make  her  acquaintance,  notwithstanding 
the  fear  that  seemed  to  possess  her  in  regard 
to  him. 

She  accidentally  dropped  a  volume  of 
Ibsen  in  the  hall  one  day,  and  he  picked  it 
up,  and  found  occasion  to  give  it  to  her  in 
the  parlor. 

''I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  he,  "you  read 
Ibsen?" 

'^I  do,"  she  answered,  indifferently. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  him  ? " 

"  I  do  not  think  of  him  at  all;  that  is  why 
I  read  him." 

''But  his  writings?" 

''I  do  not  understand  them.  This  is  my 
wish.  I  search  for  nothing  and  find  it,  and 
am  satisfied." 

There  was  a  bewildered  look  on  her  face, 
and  despair  was  in  her  voice. 

She  gave  him  a  glance  and  hurried  from 
the  room.  He  could  not  get  a  glimpse  of 
her  for  several  days. 
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He  spoke  to  Mrs.  Unicorn  of  her  one 
morning  when  they  were  at  the  breakfast 
table  together. 

'^I  have  an  inkhng  of  her  history,"  said 
Mrs.  Unicorn.  ^'She  is  a  suffering  woman. 
I  would  give  her  shelter  so  long  as  she  lived, 
even  though  she  ha,d  never  paid  me  a  cent." 

''Does  she  seem  short  of  cash?"  he  in- 
quired. 

''She  pays  me  promptly  every  week  in 
advance.  She  was  to  teach  my  little  girl 
music,  but  seems  to  have  forgotten  all  about 
it.  She  wanders,  w^anders  aimlessly  all  day 
long  from  room  to  room,  and  then  into  the 
street.  She  is  waiting  for  something.  One 
day  she  told  me  it  was  the  river.  She  said 
on  another  occasion  that  the  river  was  com- 
ing to  her,  and  she  would  be  drowned,  for 
she  could  not  get  at  the  river  on  account  of 
the  piles  of  lumber.  This  frightened  me.  I 
fear  she  may  mean  to  do  away  wdth  herself. 
I  have  her  under  surveillance  all  the  time. 
She  is  not  allowed  to  go  out  nights.     She 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  357 

eats  nothing.  She  is  wasting  away  to  a 
shadow." 

^' You  do  not  feel  yourself  called  upon  to 
do  anything  ? " 

^^Not  just  yet." 

^' You  say  you  have  an  inkling  of  her  his- 
tory?" 

^' Of  the  vaguest  kind.  She  has  escaped 
from  somewhere." 

*'  From  an  asylum  ? " 

^^ Hardly  that." 

^^She  has  no  desire  to  go  ?" 

*^I  caught  her  in  her  room  a  few  days  ago 
assorting  over  her  things,"  said  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn. 

This  put  Mr.  MilHken  on  the  alert. 

He  continued  to  write  daily  to  Mr.  Powell, 
and  in  his  last  letter  he  expressed  the  fear 
that  Kate  might  be  contemplating  a  flight 
to  parts  unknown. 

This  increased  Mr.  Powell's  anxiety.  He 
wrote  Mr.  Milliken  to  redouble  his  vigilance, 
and  not  allow  Kate  to  go  away,  unless  son^e 
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one  followed  her  closely.  lu  order  to  ac- 
complish this,  should  she  go,  it  was  neces- 
sary for  Mr.  Milliken  to  obtain  the  confi- 
dence of  Mrs.  Unicorn. 

It  was  hardly  possible  that  Kate  could  get 
away.  But  Mr.  Powell  worried.  He  was 
so  distracted  that  he  neglected  his  legitimate 
business,  that  is  his  various  enterprises,  his 
office  in  New  York,  his  factories,  his  deal- 
ings with  speculators  in  bonds  and  securities 
in  Wall  street,  and  left  it  all  to  his  mana- 
gers in  the  city. 

Letters  from  them  of  importance  were  left 
unanswered,  even  unopened.  What  were 
all  his  possessions,  his  wealth,  everything, 
compared  with  the  horrible  complications 
that  were  breaking  up  his  once  happy  home  ? 

He  had  kept  matters  out  of  the  papers, 
except  in  so  far  as  concerned  the  robbery  of 
his  house,  and  in  this  he  succeeded  in  great 
measure  by  the  liberal  outlay  of  money. 
The  police  moved  at  his  bidding  in  secrecy. 
Of  all  things  he  dreaded  newspaper  sensa- 
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tion,  the  startling  story  that  might  be  told 
by  some  enterprising  wide  awake  American 
journal. 

The  only  newspaper  man  that  knew  the 
facts  was  Mr.  John  R.  Ames,  editor  of  the 
Lycurgus  Cranky  a  man  who  relieved  the 
nterary  labor  of  w^riting  editorials  and  news 
items,  by  kicking  at  a  job  press. 

Ames  could  have  made  seventy-five  or 
one  hundred  dollars  in  a  few  days  from 
New  York  newspaper  publishers  by  telling 
the  tale  in  glowing  language,  but  in  the 
vernacular  of  the  day  *'he  did  not  tumble." 

Mr.  Powell  did  not  even  dare  to  ask  Ames 
to  keep  quiet  for  fear  that  he  would  arise  to 
the  possibilities  of  the  occasion. 

The  accounts  that  his  wife  had  succeeded 
in  getting  into  the  papers  of  the  engage- 
ment of  Kate  to  Lord  Blake,  their  social 
affairs,  trips  to  their  country  seat,  the 
gowns  she  wore,  and  the  diamonds  she  had, 
wearied  him  immensely. 

He  was  prejudiced  against  the  man  Simon 
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Bolivar  Bixby,  whom  his  wife  had  once  met 
in  some  way,  and  who  had  at  times  given 
her  some  reputation  in  the  newspapers. 
This  was  something  that  he  shrank  from. 

He  had  told  the  police  in  the  name  of 
everything  that  was  good  to  keep  the  affair 
out  of  the  papers. 

Five  physicians  had  sought  to  restore 
Mrs.  Powell,  but  without  avail.  Two  of 
them  were  the  most  eminent  of  the  city  of 
New  York. 

*'Te]l  me  the  worst,"  said  he  to  the 
famous  Dr.  Shrauer,  who  had  been  at 
Lycurgus  for  three  days,  and  was  about  to 
depart. 

Dr.  Shrauer  was  a  big,  stout  man,  in 
black,  elderly,  with  gray  hair,  and  gray 
side  whiskers. 

*^I  will  tell  you  the  worst,"  said  Dr. 
Shauer.  ^'You  should  know  it.  Your  wife 
is  mindless.  She  can  never  be  any  better. 
It  is  worse  than  insanity.  It  is  death  in 
life." 
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"And  there  is  no  hope  ?  " 

"None  at  all,"  was  the  feeling  reply. 
"She  was  sitting  in  her  room,  as  I  just  left 
her,  playing  with  some  artificial  flowers  and 
trimmings  for  her  hat.  She  gave  me  a 
vacant  smile,  and  continued  in  the  work  of 
trimming  her  hat.  She  alters  gowns,  and 
makes  them  over;  puts  on  gloves,  and  rais- 
ing a  gaudy  sun  umbrella  parades  the  room 
with  head  held  high  aloft,  and  mincing 
airs.     No,  Mr.  Powell,  there  is  no  hope." 

Mr.  Powell  looked  in  on  her.  She  was 
seated,  hatted  and  gloved.  She  occupied  a 
big  chair,  as  though  riding  in  a  carriage, 
and  in  her  hand  was  a  card  case. 

Her  only  glance  of  recognition  was  a  long 
stare. 

He  turned  away,  his  face  ashy  pale,  and 
would  have  fallen,  only  he  caught  at  the 
door. 

He  thought  at  times  that  the  doctors 
must  be  at  fault.  He  had  paid  them  money 
enough,    but    he    was   convinced  by  calm 
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reasoning  that  they  had  done  their  best. 
She  was  incurable,  eating  now  with  a  good 
appetite,  insisting  by  gestures,  and  flashes 
of  the  eyes,  that  the  table  service  and  the 
waiting  should  be  just  so;  receiving  calls  at 
times,  standing  as  at  a  reception;  bowing 
and  smiling,  and  then  going  back  to  the 
trimming  of  a  hat. 

Once  she  had  advanced  to  him  with 
gracious  smiles,  as  he  entered,  and  then  as 
a  sudden  transitory  gleam  shone  in  her 
eyes,  she  made  a  clutch  and  grabbed  at  his 
throat. 

It  was  a  grasp  that  made  him  call  out 
with  pain,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he 
shook  her  off.  He  had  to  almost  strike  her 
in  order  to  escape.  He  felt  the  effect  of  the 
clutch  for  days.  Pain  was  the  worst  at 
night,  when  he  was  awakened  by  it.  The 
throat  showed  red  marks,  where  her  fingers 
held  him  in  their  grip. 


CHAPTEE  L 

NEARING  THE  END 

The  evidence  was  certainly  strong  enough 
to  convince  the  poHce  that  there  were  four 
burglars  engaged  in  the  robbery  of  the 
Powell  mansion.  The  names  of  two  whom 
the  police  had  succeeded  in  arresting  were 
Owen  F.  Johnson,  and  James  Wilson. 
They  were  locked  up  in  the  Tombs.  Then 
came  the  arrest  of  a  third,  Henry  Hughes. 

The  pohce  took  him  to  the  Tombs  under 
another  name,  and  under  another  charge. 
Means  were  taken  to  keep  his  presence  from 
the  knowledge  of  the  others;  special  pains 
were  taken  in  this  case.  Mr.  Powell  was  a 
New  York  millionaire. 

Chief  Cunningham  continued  to  send 
detectives  to  Lycurgus  to  consult  with  Mr. 
Powell.  All  were  apparently  at  work  on 
the  theory  of  Mr.  Powell,  that  Paul  Cart- 
ridge w^as  an  innocent  party. 
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Though  Mrs.  Powell  had  caused  a  warrant 
for  the  arrest  of  Paul  Cartridge,  she  could 
give  no  evidence  now.  She  could  not  speak. 
She  was  also  mindless. 

Articles  taken  from  the  Powell  mansion 
were  continually  found  in  pawn  shops. 
This  was  one  way  in  which  the  police  were 
able  to  trace  the  robbery.  But  the  men 
now  under  arrest  denied  that  they  were  con- 
cerned in  the  affair. 

A  confession  from  one  of  them  would  no 
doubt  clear  Paul  Cartridge.  Without  this, 
or  something  similar,  to  disprove  it,  the 
charge  against  Paul  Cartridge  must  stand. 
Had  Mrs.  Powell  been  in  her  senses,  she 
might  possibly  have  forced  his  arrest  before 
this  and  brought  on  a  crisis. 

Chief  Cunningham  did  not  wish  to  place 
Paul  Cartridge  in  durance.  He  was  able  to 
place  his  hands  on  Paul,  but  did  not  do  so. 

At  the  same  time  great  effort  was  still 
made  to  keep  the  affair  from  the  press  and 
the  pubHc. 
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Chief  Cunningham  sent  for  Henry  Hughes 
at  headquarters  and  put  him  through  a 
series  of  close  questioning. 

Hughes  was  a  stunted,  vicious,  unhealthy- 
looking  specimen  of  humanity.  There  was 
a  bad  look  in  his  eyes,  and  he  cowered  like  a 
hunted,  hungry  animal,  before  the  stout, 
well-fed  chief,  who  stood  in  his  bright  uni- 
form glowering  over  him. 

'^Johnson  has  confessed  to  four  of  you 
now,"  said  the  chief,  sharply,  '^and  I  want 
you  to  tell  me  where  I  can  find  the  fourth." 

^^  Don't  he  know  ? "  said  Hughes. 

*^He  says  that  you  know,"  exclaimed  the 
chief,  fixing  his  eyes  on  Hughes. 

^' I  know?" 

'*  Yes,  you  know." 

^*  I  know  not'ing,"  said  Hughes.  **  What 
are  you  trying  to  give  me  ! " 

*'I  am  trying  to  give  you  about  ten  years 
in  Sing  Sing  for  one  thing, "  cried  the  chief, 
approaching  Hughes,  who  was  now  cower- 
ing in  a  corner. 
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The  name  Sing  Sing  sent  a  chill  through 
Hughes.  He  had  been  there  before.  The 
cold  gray  walls  of  the  gloomy  prison  on  the 
river's  side  seemed  to  rise  before  him  as  the 
chief  talked. 

**  Locate  the  fourth  man  for  me  ! "  thun- 
dered the  chief." 

Hughes  was  silent. 

'^  Tell  the  whole  story  and  you  are  free," 
said  the  chief. 

*^  I  wish  I  could,"  answered  Hughes. 

**  And  why  can't  you  !  " 

^^  Because  I  wasn't  in  it,"  replied  Hughes, 
for  the  first  time  looking  squarely  at  the 
chief. 

"You  lie!"  said  the  chief.  '^Jewelry 
was  found  on  your  person  that  came  from 
Mr.  Powell's  house.  Where  did  you  get  the 
ring,  if  you  did  not  steal  it  ?  " 

"  Picked  it  up  in  the  street." 

"When  did  you  see  Johnson  and  Wilson 
last  ? " 

"  I  don't  know  Johnson  and  Wilson." 
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*^  When  did  you  see  Paul  Cartridge  last  ?  " 

Hughes  gave  the  chief  a  curious,  bewild- 
ered glance. 

The  chief  noticed  the  glance. 

Hughes  had  never  heard  the  name  before. 

'^  When  did  you  see  him  last  1 " 

*^ See  who?" 

^^  Cartridge." 

^' I  never  seen  him  at  all.  I  don't  know 
what  you  are  talking  about,  chief." 

^^Then  Cartridge  was  not  in  the  rob- 
bery ? " 

*^Not  as  I  know  of,"  answered  Hughes, 
trembling. 

''  Then  who  was  ?  There  were  four,  your- 
self, Johnson  and  Wilson.  Now,  who  was 
the  fourth  ? " 

''It  might  have  been  Cartridge  for  all 
that  I  know, "  said  Hughes. 

''Take  him  back  to  the  Tombs,  and  put 
him  in  a  soUtary  cell,"  ordered  the  chief, 
"ni  have  the  truth,  my  hearty,  before  I  get 
through  with  you." 
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The  chief  communicated  with  Mr.  Powell. 

*' Hughes  says  that  it  might  have  beefi 
Cartridge,"  was  one  of  the  statements  of  the 
chief  to  Mr.  Powell.  "  But  I'll  have  the 
truth  out  of  him  yet.  A  confession  from 
one  of  the  three  is  the  only  thing  that  can 
save  Cartridge  from  imprisonment  it  would 
seem.  Either  that  or  we  must  catch  the 
fourth." 

Chief  Cunningham  had  made  a  good  many 
inquiries  about  Paul  Cartridge,  generally 
through  his  detectives,  and  had  found  that 
the  young  man  conducted  himself  square 
enough. 

Paul  had  been  industrious  and  painstaking 
in  Mr.  Powell's  office.  In  his  leisure  he  was 
a  reader  and  a  writer,  and  fond  of  wandering 
around  New  York,  in  odd  quarters. 

Hence  this  latter  propensity  was  the  one 
thing  that  could  be  made  to  reflect  on  him. 
He  had  been  seen  in  some  strange  places 
silent,  perhaps  moody,  paying  no  attention 
to  any  one,  mingling  with  no  one. 
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The  chief  had  traced  the  association  with 
Simoa  Bohvar  Bixby,  the  journahst. 

The  chief  '  had  guardedly  talked  with 
Simon  Bolivar  Bixby.  The  latter  knew 
what  the  chief  was  driving  at,  but  did  not 
let  on.  And  Bixby  refrained  from  com- 
municating with  Paul. 

And  at  the  same  time  Bixby  had  received 
no  intimation  of  the  illness  of  Mrs.  Powell, 
or  the  flight  of  Kate  Powell. 


CHAPTER  LI 

ANOTHER  HUNT  FOR  BUFFALOES 

Matters  were  evidently  approaching  a 
crisis.  The  denoument  might  be  expected 
at  any  moment,  but  Kate  Powell  in  Mrs. 
Unicorn's  boarding  house,  and  Paul  Cart- 
ridge, each  seeking  the  other,  unaware  that 
the  end  was  near,  pursued  the  uneven  tenor 
of  their  course,  sad,  melancholy,  weeping  at 
times  on  the  girl's  part,  both  in  love,  and 
longing  to  be  enfolded  in  one  fond  and 
tender  embrace. 

Paul  redoubled  his  efforts  to  find  some  one 
who  could  take  the  place  of  Kate  Powell, 
who,  he  had  reason  to  think  had  given  her 
hand,  if  not  her  heart,  to  a  noble  lord  of  the 
British  realm.  Paul  did  not  understand 
why  Lord  Blake  was  again  in  the  west, 
hunting  for  buffaloes,  as  per  the  daily 
papers,  and  sometimes  he  was  inclined  to 

(370) 


A   RUNAWAY   COUPLE  871 

think  that  the  match  might  have  been 
broken  off.  It  was  long  since  he  had  heard 
from  home.  He  was  gradually  sinking 
from  the  sight  of  all  who  had  ever  known 
him,  and  he  was  content  to  be  buried  in 
obhvion. 

A  long  dispatch  appeared  in  the  Morning 
Blizzard,  from  Chicago,  telling  of  the  way 
in  w^hich  Lord  Blake  was  received  by  the 
elite  of  the  windy  city;  his  proposed  hunt 
for  buffaloes  in  the  suburbs,  and  the  report 
of  his  engagement  to  the  daughter  of  Mr. 
Powell,  the  multi-millionaire  of  New  York. 

^^Lord  Blake  w^ould  not  be  out  there 
hunting  buffaloes  unless  the  hunt  for  Miss 
Powell  is  over,"  said  Mr.  Bixby,  who  was 
an  acute  critic  in  such  matters.  '^If  Mr. 
Powell  w^ere  in  town,  I  would  interview 
him,  in  the  matter,  with  a  good  chance  of 
being  told  to  mind  my  own  business." 

*'  Would  he  use  you  in  that  way  ?"  asked 
Paul. 

**  As  like  as  not.     If  his  wife  were  in 
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town,  I  would  see  her  and  get  a  column, 
particularly  if  the  marriage  is  in  prospect. 
You  know  she  sent  for  me  to  write  up  her 
reception  to  the  lord." 

"How  did  you  make  her  acquaintance?" 
asked  Paul,  incredulously. 

"I  was  in  the  dining  room  of  the  Smith- 
Browns  last  winter,  taking  down  some 
names  for  the  Morning  Blizzard,  when  she 
came  into  the  room  several  times.  I  must 
say  that  I  found  her  a  pleasant  woman  to 
meet.  The  Smith  Browns  delegated  her  to 
see  that  the  press  had  a  proper  account  of 
the  function." 

"Who  are  the  Smith-Browns?"  asked 
Paul. 

"Smith-Brown  is  called  the  lard  king," 
was  the  reply.  "You  ought  to  have  heard 
of  him.  He  hyphenated  himself  when  he 
got  rich.  His  wife  is  a  Newport  swell.  She 
is  a  friend  of  the  great  Mrs.  Porterhouse 
Le  Grand.  The  Smith-Browns  attend  the 
church  of  the  Golden  Cherubs See  ? " 
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''Yes,  I  see,"  said  Paul.  ''Then  you 
have  really  mingled  with  the  swells  ?  " 

"It  would  make  you  dizzy  did  I  tell  you 
of  some  of  the  affairs  that  I  have  attended 
for  the  Morning  Blizzard.  But  I  always 
enjoy  myself  more  at  a  high-kick  ball.  You 
never  went  to  a  high-kick  ball  ? " 

"No,"  answered  Paul. 

"And  my  charming  Puritan,  you  probably 
will  never  attend  one.  At  a  high-kick  ball 
conventionality  is  throw^n  completely  to  the 
winds  and  the  fun  is  fast  and  furious.  You 
know  nothing  about  life  yet." 

"I  have  seen  enough,"  answered  Paul. 
"  Life  is  farce  enough  with  me  already. 
Have  you  heard  from  Mrs.  Powell  since  the 
reception  ? " 

"Not  a  word.  Her  trouble  with  her 
family  about  Lord  Blake  may  have  un- 
hinged her.  I  do  not  know  of  any  reason 
why  a  grand  dame  like  her  should  care  to 
continue  an  acquaintance  with  me." 

Paul  attended  a  prayer  meeting  one  eve- 
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ning  with  Edith  at  her  church.  This  was 
just  previous  to  the  sociable  that  she  had 
asked  him  to  attend  with  hei-,  and  he  hked 
the  services,  especially  the  singing,  very 
much. 

He  saw  two  comely  girls,  apparently  sis- 
ters, who  sought  to  attract  his  attenti6n, 
and  he  was  surprised  that  such  little  saints 
should  be  so  full  of  mischief. 

Edith  observed  them  and  nudged  him  to 
behave  himself.  She  knew  that  her  pres- 
ence in  the  church  with  a  new  beau  would 
cause  some  of  her  companions  to  try  and 
get  him  away  from  her.  Having  saved  him 
from  them,  she  renewed  her  devotions. 

Paul  felt  sad,  resting  his  head  on  his 
handkerchief,  and  thinking  how  he  had 
been  to  such  places  at  home  with  Kate 
Powell.  He  could  feel  the  touch  of  Edith 
near  him  now,  and  it  soothed  him,  and  yet 
he  was  very  unhappy. 

Then  there  was  a  tall,  dark,  foreign  look- 
ing girl,  who  seemed  out  of  place  there,  and 
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he  wondered  as  to  who  she  could  be.  Her 
eyes  and  hair  were  raven  black,  and  he 
thought  she  flashed  intelligence  to  him 
several  times,  but  Edith  prevented  any  dem- 
onstration. The  girl's  hands  were  long, 
white  and  slim,  and  were  dazzling  with 
rings. 

She  exercised  an  irresistible  fascination 
over  him,  but  he  never  saw  her  again  after 
the  prayer  meeting,  when  all  went  out 
together,  in  the  night,  and  there  was  one 
more  glance.  It  was  a  face  that  came  to 
him  only  once  in  life,  but  he  has  never  for- 
gotten the  story  that  the  eyes  told  him. 


CHAPTER  LII 
D  ON  Paul's  shoi 

He  sang  with  Edith  in  the  blaze  of  hghts 
with  many  curious  glances  at  him,  and  after 
the  service  they  slipped  away  from  the  con- 
gregation, lingering  on  the  church  porch, 
and  on  the  walk,  and  wandered  around  the 
corner  to  a  merry-go-round  established  by 
an  enterprising  man  looking  for  the  stray 
nickels  of  the  neighborhood. 

They  rode  several  times  on  the  hobby 
horses,  his  arm  around  her  waist  to  hold  her 
on,  the  wind  blowing  her  hair  and  skirt  in 
picturesque  confusion,  and  then  they  hurried 
to  her  home,  for  she  wished  her  mother  not 
to  have  knowledge  of  the  ride. 

**Do  you  know,"  said  she,  as  they  stood 
at  her  door,  "father  is  becoming  very  in- 
quisitive about  your  business. " 

**  I  have  told  you  that  I  am  an  agent  for 
assorted  needles,"  said  he,  with  dignity. 
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*'  He  is  all  the  time  asking  me  how  much 
you  get  a  week." 

**I  have  cleared  as  high  as  $30  in  one 
week." 

^'Steady?" 

*' There  is  fluctuation  of  course,  as  in  all 
branches  of  trade." 

*^He  don't  like  your  name  ?" 

'^  My  name — how  ?  " 

'^Bixby— he  don't  like  your  brother,  the 
reporter. " 

*^My  brother  stands  high  in  his  profes- 
sion. He  is  a  society  editor,  a  critic,  and 
commentator  on  contemporary  events." 

^^ Father  says  he  is  a  fraud." 

Paul  laughed  bitterly. 

**  Does  he  think  me  a  fraud  ? " 

**N-o." 

**  Would  he  oppose  our  match  ? " 

**He  would  oppose  it  to  the  bitter  end." 

**Then  we  could  fly  together,"  said  Paul. 
**I  am  alone  in  the  world,  a  wrecked  soul, 
tempest-tossed,  on  the  angry  and  dis- 
appointing sea  of  Hfe." 
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He  did  not  love  her;  he  could  not  love 
her.  She  had  been  merry,  but  now  was 
sad.  He  saw^  and  recognized  the  sweetness 
of  her  disposition,  the  grace  and  charm  of 
her  motions,  and  he  spoke  to  her  tenderly, 
and  in  low  tones. 

** Would  you  fly  with  me,  Edith?"  he 
asked. 

**  Where  to  ?  "  she  inquired. 

**  Any  where;  anywhere  out  of  the  world." 

She  paused— 

Her  mother  had  informed  Edith  that  day 
that  her  father  was  unalterably  opposed  to 
Paul  now.  Her  father  had  learned  of  some- 
thing; w^hat  it  was,  her  mother  did  not 
know. 

*^ Where  could  we  go?"  Edith  asked. 
"Let  us  talk  sense.  How  much  money 
have  you  got  ? " 

**  Several  hundred  dollars.  My  business 
is  a  good  one.  I  can  make  money  all  the 
time." 

Edith   thought  she  did  not  know  where 
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she  could  get  so  nice  a  young  man  again. 
She  liked  his  clothes,  and  his  manners.  He 
was  always  kind  and  gentle.  She  deter- 
mined not  to  lose  him.  He  was  much  more 
attentive  than  some  of  the  men  w^hom  she 
knew  in  Brooklyn.  There  was  a  nice  young 
man  of  East  New  York,  who  wished  to 
marry  her,  but  she  was  holding  him  off. 

^^I  have  got  an  uncle  in  Stamford,  Conn., 
said  she,  as  he  toyed  with  her  fingers,  and  a 
glint  of  moonlight  .strayed  through  the 
foliage  of  a  tree  near  by,  and  cast  a  gleam 
on  her  upturned  face.  ^^He  is  mother's 
brother,  and  would  understand  it  all.  We 
could  stay  at  his  house  until  the  storm  blew 
over." 

''And  the  minister?" 

''We  could  get  uncle's  minister." 

"He  might  protest." 

"Do  you  mean  uncle ? " 

"Yes." 

"He  would  fall  in  with  it.  Father's 
opposition  would  then  be  powerless." 
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Paul  was  silent,  thinking  it  over,  and  she 
asked  him  to  come  inside. 

^^  You  were  a  good  while  in  coming  from 
prayer  meeting  ? "  said  her  mother  at  sight 
of  them. 

'^The  way  was  long,"  said  Edith,  drily. 

^^Your  father  passed  a  drug  store,  and 
saw  you  in  there  drinking  soda  water." 

*^That  is  a  capital  offence!"  remarked 
Edith. 

Edith  had  her  hand  placed  confidentially 
on  Paul's  shoulder  as  she  spoke. 

Mrs.  Marvin  noticed  this,  and  surmised 
from  the  attitude  that  the  young  pair  were 
affianced.  She  did  not  object  now,  as  she 
felt  that  this  Mr.  Bixby  was  a  fine  young 
man,  but  her  husband  had  been  growhng 
fearfully  about  him  for  the  last  two  days. 

Even  at  this  moment,  Mr.  Marvin  was  in 
the  next  room,  rattling  a  paper,  which  was 
a  sign  to  his  wife  that  he  was  nervous  and 
did  not  like  what  was  going  on. 

She  feared  that  lie  would  appear  and 
make  a  scene,  for  Ihat  was  often  his  way. 
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Paul  left  the  house  with  conflicting  and 
varying  emotions.  He  had  now  engaged 
himself  to  the  girl  for  better  or  for  worse. 
She  may  have  been  rather  shallow  in  mind, 
but  she  was  trusting,  tender  and  loving.  It 
was  not  likely  that  they  would  ever  have 
trouble  in  their  married  life.  Her  nature 
was  too  sweet  and  chnging.  Her  face  and 
figure  were  lovely. 

He  stood  outside  on  the  boat  going  over, 
again  watching  the  lights  of  water  and 
town,  as  he  had  often  done  before.  He  felt 
that  he  must  find  rest  some  where,  and  why 
not  with  Edith  Marvin  ? 

He  walked  up  Fulton  street  and  Broad- 
way. The  hour  was  late.  The  stages 
rumbled  lazily  by  on  the  hard  pavements. 
He  passed  but  few  people,  and  they  were 
often  roysterers.  The  air  was  blowing 
rather  cool  as  the  tall  outlines  of  Grace 
Church  appeared  in  sight. 

He  was  inclined  to  turn  in  at  Union 
Square  for  an  hour  of  brooding  under  the 
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stars,  when  his  attention  was  attracted  by 
the  appearance  of  a  woman  in  black, flitting 
across  Broadway,  and  then  down  a  side 
street. 

Her  head  was  bent,  and  she  moved 
swiftly,  as  though  on  some  strange  errand. 

His  heart  stood  in  his  mouth.  There  was 
something  about  the  woman  that  startled 
him.  It  seemed  as  though  he  saw  Kate 
Powell.  It  was  her  counterpart  at  any 
rate. 

He  quickened  his  pace  to  catch  up  with 
the  figure,  merely  to  see  the  face,  as  he 
passed  it.  He  wished  to  confirm  further  re- 
semblance if  possible. 

He  had  nearly  caught  up  with  the  woman^ 
when  a  hand  was  laid  heavily  on  his 
shoulder,  and  he  was  pulled  ruthlessly  back. 

'*  Enough  of  that,"  said  a  compactly  built 
and  resolute  man.  ''Turn  back  or  I  will 
lock  you  up. " 

Paul  slunk  away  without  a  word.  What 
could  he  say  ? 
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The  person  who  addressed  him  was  Mr. 
MilHken,  the  special  detective,  from  pohce 
headquarters. 

He  was  following  Kate  Powell,  and  keep- 
ing an  eye  on  her. 

He  saw  her  cautiously  enter  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn's boarding  house  with  her  latch-key, 
thinking  she  was  unobserved. 

Then  he  loitered  for  half  an  hour  and  en- 
tered the  house  himself. 

He  was  soon  asleep,  for  he  had  been  in  the 
discharge  of  his  duty,  and  had  but  little  to 
worry  him. 

The  woman  for  whom  he  was  responsible, 
did  not  sleep  through  all  the  night.  Entering 
her  room,  she  locked  her  door  and  sat  down 
by  the  window.  She  remained  thus  until 
the  gray  of  dawn  came  stealing  in  from  the 
east. 

She  heard  the  first  signs  of  hfe  of  the 
awakening  city;  the  clatter  and  rattle  of  the 
milk  cans;  the  dull  roar,  faint  at  first  and 
increasing  in  volume;  the  rosy  flush  of  the 
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sky;  the  gleams  of  warm  and  welcoming 
sunshine  here  and  there;  and  as  she  looked 
down  into  the  court -way  below,  she  was 
tempted  to  jump  there,  and  end  it  all  on 
those  hard,  cold  stones,  which  were  no 
harder  or  colder  than  the  dismal  and  hopeless 
life  that  she  was  obliged  to  lead  from  day  to 
day. 


CHAPTER  LIII 

AT  A  CHURCH  SOCIABLE 

Engaged  at  last !  was  the  reflection  of  Paul 
Cartridge,  as  he  awoke  the  next  morning. 

The  summer's  sun  was  pouring  in  at  the 
window  and  lighting  up  the  shabby  little 
room,  for  the  hour  was  late.  Simon  Bohvar 
Bixby,  the  society  editor  and  social  critic, 
was  snoring  at  Paul's  side.  He  had  been 
out  late  at  some  social  function  on  the  east 
side,  and  came  near  getting  into  a  fight  wdth 
a  man  because  he  had  addressed  a  young 
lady,  and  asked  her  name  for  pubhcation. 

Paul  felt  that  he  must  soon  give  up  these 
bachelor  quarters.  It  was  not  fit  that  man 
should  live  alone.  He  was  certain  that  he 
was  not  cut  out  for  a  life  of  single  misery. 
He  was  tired  of  the  mean  little  apartment, 
the  ragged  carpet,  the  dingy  walls. 

Paul  was  inclined  to  tell  Bixby  when  the 
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latter  woke  up,  but  desisted.  He  also 
wished  to  write  to  his  mother,  but  put  it  off. 
He  hardly  feared  arrest  now,  and  was 
awaiting  developments.  It  was  better  that 
Edith  and  he  should  go  away.  Then  they 
could  return  and  take  a  flat,  and  he  would 
sell  assorted  needles  again. 

He  arose  and  was  counting  over  his 
money  when  Bixby  awoke. 

''Hello,  old  man  !"  said  the  latter,  ''tak- 
ing an  account  of  stock  ?  Lend  rae  fifty 
cents  ?  I  have  no  money  with  which  to  get 
my  breakfast." 

Paul  tossed  him  the  money  without  a 
word. 

"  What  is  up  ? "  said  Bixby,  slowly  rising. 

"  Nothing  in  particular,"  answered  Paul. 

"  I  came  near  getting  my  nose  broke,  last 
night,  that  is  certain,"  said  Bixby,  yawning 
and  dressing.  "I  asked  the  fellow  politely 
to  give  me  his  lady's  name,  when  he  drew 
off  and  gave  me  a  blow  on  the  cheek  that 
sent  me  sprawling  over  a  couple  of  benches, 
But  it  was  a  ^;ough  crowed,  anyway," 
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Paul  said  little  in  reply.  He  knew  that  he 
had  money  enough  for  his  matrimonial  ex- 
periment. Bixby  and  he  ate  their  breakfast 
together,  and  then  Paul  did  a  little  business 
in  the  outskirts.  It  was  a  nice,  pleasant 
day,  and  he  felt  quite  cheerful.  He  got  rid 
of  twenty-one  dollars  worth  of  assorted 
needles,  and  called  at  the  establishment  for 
another  order. 

He  was  to  go  to  the  sociable  in  the  even- 
ing with  Edith,  at  the  church,  and  he  re- 
turned to  his  room  early  to  make  ready. 
He  was  in  better  spirits  than  he  had  been  in 
a  long  time.  He  spent  nearly  an  hour  in 
making  his  toilet,  and  was  finally  ready  for 
the  expedition.  He  wore  a  white  vest,  high 
black  silk  hat,  and  brown  leather  gloves, 
and  carried  a  cane. 

Marvin,  the  boss  plumber,  was  nowhere  in 
sight  at  the  house.  The  man  did  not  go  to 
church  much,  and  left  that  kind  of  business 
to  the  women  of  his  household.  Mrs.  Mar- 
vin was  all  ready,  portly  in  form,  attired  in 
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black,  and  dignified.  Edith  was  as  pretty 
and  as  charming  as  a  rose-bud.  Then  there 
was  her  sister,  tall  and  graceful;  and  Paul 
escorted  the  ladies  to  the  sociable. 

The  church  parlors  were  already  well 
filled  with  people  when  they  reached  there. 
The  affair  was  given  under  the  auspices  of 
the  Ladies'  Aid  Society. 

Paul  gave  a  dollar  at  the  door  for  the 
party,  and  would  take  no  change.  The  pro- 
ceeds were  to  go  toward  the  purchase  of  a 
fur-lined  overcoat  for  the  pastor.  The  fact 
that  Paul  was  so  munificent  with  his  money 
was  soon  spread  around,  and  there  were 
various  comments  in  his  favor. 

Edith  was  full  of  enjoyment.  She  was 
lively  and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  fun.  She 
introduced  Paul  to  a  number  of  her  lady 
friends.  The  rumor  ran  that  they  were  en- 
gaged, and  one  stout  blonde,  resplendent  in 
trinkets,  ventured  the  remark  that  she  won- 
dered how  Edith  Marvin  ever  managed  to 
catch  such  a  millionaire. 
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Middle-aged  women  hurried  with  the  prep- 
arations for  supper  in  an  adjoining  room. 

Elderly  men,  unable  to  divest  themselves 
of  the  cares  of  business,  or  of  their  daily 
work,  congregated  solemnly  here  and  there, 
and  were  as  serious  as  thougli  at  a  funeral. 

Paul  heard  one  matronly  woman,  evi- 
dently a  mother  in  Israel,  say  to  Mrs. 
Marvin: 

^^  Are  they  engaged  ?  " 

*^I  suppose  they  are,"  answered  Mrs. 
Marvin. 

Paul  saw  that  he  was  in  for  it.  He 
promenaded  the  room  with  Edith  on  his 
arm.  He  had  of  course  laid  aside  the  tall 
hat,  gloves  and  stick.  They  reposed  in  an 
ante-room,  and  were  objects  of  considerable 
critical  attention. 

Edith  often  gave  him  a  pleased,  satisfied 
look.  He  felt  himself  almost  her  husband 
already. 

Finally,  supper  was  announced,  and  then 
there  was  a  rush  for  something  to  eat.     The 
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tables  were  quickly  cleared  of  the  food— bis- 
cuits, cake,  cold  tongue,  sandwiches,  lemon- 
ade, ice  cream,  chicken,  coffee  and  tea,  etc., 
all  very  nice  and  very  good. 

It  was  a  test  among  a  group  of  young 
men  to  see  which  should  drink  the  most 
coffee.  They  sat  together,  and  kept  the  girls 
waiting  on  them,  busy  all  the  time.  One 
young  man  drank  eleven  cups  of  coffee,  and 
hammered  the  saucer  with  a  knife  for  the 
twelfth.  His  father  was  a  well- to  do  sta- 
tioner in  an  adjoining  street,  and  he  had 
heavy  cheek  jowls,  and  a  round,  full,  pleas- 
ant face. 

Paul  and  Edith  ate  side  by  side,  and  they 
were  still  much  observed.  He  saw  plainly 
that  it  was  generally  understood  that  they 
were  to  be  married.  A  lady  friend  of 
Edith's  pinned  a  bouquet  in  his  button  hole. 

Edith  was  roguishly  smiling,  her  cherry 
red  lips  pouting.  After  supper  Edith  and 
he  sat  in  the  parlor  where  they  were  the 
cynosure  of  all  eyes,  and  there  w^s  a  musi- 
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cal  entertainment.  A  tall  and  stately  young 
lady,  very  handsome,  elegantly  dressed,  and 
with  her  nose  held  high  in  the  air,  played  on 
the  melodeon,  and  the  soprano  of  the  choir, 
a  fastidious  slip  of  a  girl,  sang  a  number  of 
songs  very  acceptably. 

It  was  late  when  Paul  walked  home  with 
the  Marvin  women.  There  was  a  great  deal 
of  hand-shaking  and  many  good  byes  on  the 
church  porch.  It  was  a  very  sociable  party, 
indeed. 


CHAPTER  LIV 

CHICAGO   REPORTERS    WRITE    UP  LORD  BLAKE 

One  day  Mr.  Powell  had  actually  ap- 
proached Lord  Blake,  and  taking  his  pocket- 
book  out,  opened  it,  and  showed  that  it  was 
empty  !  There  was  not  a  word  spoken  by 
Mr.  Powell,  but  an  expressive  smile  stole 
over  his  usually  stoical  features. 

Lord  Blake  considered  that  this  might 
liave  been  an  exhibition  of  the  celebrated 
American  humor  of  which  he  had  heard  so 
much,  but  all  the  same,  his  lordship  felt 
hurt. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  say  as  to  whether  the 
Dowager  Marcliioness  of  Kilduff,  the  mother 
of  his  lordship,  was  sick,  or  had  been  sick. 
His  lordship  gave  out  that  the  Dowager 
Marchioness  of  Kilduff  was  sick,  when  he 
left  Lycurgus,  and  that  she  wished  him  to 
come  home  immediately. 
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His  lordship  got  only  as  far  as  New  York, 
and  then,  instead  of  sailing  in  a  steamer,  he 
switched  around,  and  went  to  the  west. 

This  was  the  kind  of  advice  that  Horace 
Greeley  was  fond  of  giving  —  ^^Go  west, 
young  man,  go  west;"  but  whether  Greeley 
would  have  given  such  advice  when  a  young 
man's  mother  was  sick,  is  more  than  I  can 
tell. 

The  Dowager  Marchioness  of  Kilduff  may 
have  been  sick,  and  then  recovered,  and 
when  his  lordship  heard  of  this,  on  his  arri- 
val in  New  York,  he  may  have  turned  his 
steps  westward  in  another  hope  that  he 
might  find  buffaloes. 

Lord  Blake  was  by  no  means  unheralded 
when  he  arrived  again  in  Chicago.  New 
York  papers  had  informed  Chicago  of  Lord 
Blake,  and  said  that  he  was  going  to  marry 
Mr.  Powell's  daughter. 

Chicago  reporters  were  looking  for  Lord 
Blake  immediately  he  set  foot  in  the  great 
metropohs,  not  only  of  the  world,  but  of 
the  universe. 
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Ten  or  a  dozen  of  the  reporters  of  Chicago 
rushed  for  his  hotel,  before  he  could  eat  his 
dinner. 

Lord  Blake  was  amazed  and  sent  his  valet 
into  the  next  room  to  answer  the  questions 
of  all  the  interviewing  gentlemen.  He  told 
his  man  weariedly  to  go  and  say  anything  to 
them,  as  they  stood  waiting,  expectant,  with 
their  pads  and  pencils. 

This  valet's  name  was  Adkins.  His  head 
was  then  pretty  well  soaked  with  EngHsh 
ale,  and  he  seized  the  occasion  to  pass  him- 
self off  to  the  press,  as  the  lord  himself. 

The  gentlemen  of  the  press  took  this  for 
granted,  for  the  figure  before  them  answered 
all  their  preconceived  ideas  of  an  English 
lord.  He  was  horsey  and  loud,  and  carried 
that  indefinable  odor  of  the  stable  about  him. 

Adkins  told  the  Chicago  reporters  that  he 
was  going  to  marry  Miss  Powell  on  the  sec- 
ond of  October,  in  the  Church  of  the  Golden 
Cherubs,  New  York,  the  ceremony  to  be 
performed  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  Glasses. 
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The  Chicago  reporters  wrote  columns. 

The  articles  were  copied  in  the  New  York 
papers,  and  even  in  London. 

Lord  Blake  was  thunderstruck,  amazed, 
horrified  and  mortified.  He  did  not  suppose 
that  Adkins  would  go  so  far. 

He  discharged  Adkins  on  the  spot,  Adkins 
excuse  that  it  was  the  Enghsh  ale  working 
in  his  head,  and  not  his  better  self,  was  of 
no  effect.  Adkins  was  obhged  to  go.  And 
then  the  unfortunate  Lord  Blake,  heart- 
broken and  still  more  disgusted,  hied  him- 
self to  the  wild  and  solitary  British  posses- 
sions in  the  frozen  and  far  off  northwest, 
where  he  buried  himself  in  the  woods,  in  a 
hunt  for  moose  or  something. 

The  New  York  Morniny  Blizzard,  with  its 
sublime  capacity  for  getting  things  mixed, 
and  wrong  end  first,  took  up  the  refrain  of 
the  marriage  of  Lord  Blake  and  Miss  Pow^ell. 
Discussion  of  it  had  rather  died  down  of 
late,  but  an  added  impulse  had  come  from 
Chicago,  and  paper  after  paper  in  New  York 
commented  on  the  matter. 
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Paul  saw  the  accounts,  and  if  he  had 
thought  that  the  marriage  might  be  off,  he 
surmised  this  no  longer,  and  all  his  sus- 
picions were  confirmed. 

Of  course  she  would  marry  him.  Kate 
would  grace  any  court  in  the  world,  with 
her  natural  beauty,  as  fresh  and  breezy  as 
the  air  of  the  land  of  freedom,  from  whence 
she  came.  He  could  not  understand  it,  and 
yet  he  was  able  to  understand  it  perfectly. 

It  was  the  way  of  the  world.  Title,  rank, 
position  and  wealth  are  the  things  aimed  at. 
Paul  knew  that  he  was  poor,  unknown, 
obscure  —  that  settled  it. 


CHAPTER  LV 

READY  TO  MARRY  EDITH 

He  began  to  look  over  his  clothing  to  see 
whether  he  had  a  suitable  suit  for  marriage. 
He  wished  to  look  neat,  nice  and  acceptable. 
Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  saw  him  at  the  work 
one  morning,  but  could  get  no  explanation 
from  Paul  as  to  what  he  was  driving  at. 

It  was  the  determination  of  Paul  to  tell 
Bixby  nothing.  He  was  tired  of  some  of 
Bixby's  Bohemian  characteristics,  his  easy 
going  ways  and  indifference,  and  especially 
his  magnificent  genius  for  fibbing. 

As  Paul  was  sorting  out  his  clothing,  on 

this  particular  occasion,  Bixby  sat  at  a  little 

pine  table,  writing  up  a  social  affair  of  the 

John  Larkin  Association,  and  sprinkhng  the 

diamonds  and  other  jewelry  over  the  ladies 

with  his  accustomed  prodigality. 

**  Going  to  move,  old  man  ? "  said  Bixby. 
^397) 
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*^Naw,"  was  the  reply. 

*^  Anything  up?" 

*^  Naw,  only  I'm  going  to  dispose  of  some 
of  these  old  clothes. " 

Bixby  said  no  more. 

Paul  spent  his  evenings  at  the  Marvin  resi- 
dence on  Myrtle  avenue,  Brooklyn.  Edith 
was  as  sweet  and  lovely  as  ever.  Mrs.  Mar- 
vin often  graced  the  parlor  with  her  portly 
presence.  She  liked  Paul,  she  was  con- 
vinced that  the  couple  loved  each  other.  She 
had  formed  the  opinion  that  Paul  was  a 
young  man  of  exemplary  habits.  He  worked 
steadily  at  his  business,  and  he  always  had 
money,  and  must  receive  a  good  salary. 

The  difficulty  lay  in  the  implacable  enmity 
of  the  boss  plumber,  who  declared  that  Paul, 
or  Mr.  Bixby,  as  he  knew  him,  should  never 
marry  his  daughter.  Mrs.  Marvin  could  not- 
definitely  ascertain  the  reason.  Marvin 
would  grumble  and  growl  when  the  subject 
was  broached. 

Mrs.  Marvin  admired  Paul's  gentlemanly 
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ways  and  his  nice  clothing.  He  had  told 
her  so  much  of  himself  that  she  was  emi- 
nently satisfied. 

Mr.  Marvin  would  hardly  speak  to  Paul 
when  he  saw  the  young  man.  And  the  fact 
that  Paul  went  to  church  with  his  wife  and 
daughters  did  not  alter  his  hostile  attitude. 
Mr.  Marvin  was  one  of  those  men  who  de- 
clare that  some  people  at  church  need  look- 
ing after  as  much  as  some  people  outside, 
and  sometimes  more. 

'^They  could  not  fool  him."  he  said,  "with 
their  silk  dresses  and  bonnets,  and  broad- 
cloth suits  and  stiff  collars,  marching  so 
eminently  solemn  to  church." 

This  goes  to  show  the  type  of  man  that 
was  found  in  Eleazer  G.  Marvin. 

Here  was  the  stumbling  block  to  the  mar- 
riage. And  Mrs.  Marvin  was  of  the  opinion 
that  it  would  be  well  for  Edith  to  meet  Paul 
at  the  depot  and  go  with  him  to  her  brother's 
house  in  Stamford,  Connecticut,  where  they 
could  be  quietly  married.     She  had  written 
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to  her  brother  in  the  matter,  and  he  was 
willing  to  lend  a  hand.  She  had  told  him 
the  intended  of  Edith  was  a  nice,  proper 
young  man,  and  was  earning  over  twenty- 
five  dollars  a  week  she  was  positive. 

The  congregation  of  the  church  where 
Mrs.  Marvin  and  Edith  were  attendants, 
nice,  pleasant  people,  looked  kindly  at  Paul. 
He  was  not  only  at  the  church  mornings 
and  evenings  on  Sundays,  with  the  ladies, 
but  he  was  often  their  escort  to  prayer  meet- 
ing.    The  pastor  took  much  interest  in  him. 

Paul  would  have  been  invited  to  dine  at 
the  Marvin  house  on  Sundays  but  for  the 
aforesaid  implacable  hatred  of  Mr.  Marvin. 
His  wife  feared  that  her  husband  might  do 
something  that  the  young  gentleman  would 
take  as  an  insult. 

The  date  of  the  flight  to  Stamford  was 
settled,  Wednesday,  August  20th,  10  a.  m. 
train.  It  was  best,  in  Paul's  opinion.  He 
needed  a  companion,  a  helpmate  in  life. 
Existence  was  nothing  without   love;    his 
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past  life  was  gone;  it  was  a  failure  with 
him.  He  should  begin  anew  now.  In  cut- 
ting away  from  Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  he  cut 
away  from  all  that  had  gone  before.  To  be 
sure  he  now  maintained  the  name  of  Bixby 
for  himself,  but  that  was  nothing.  There 
\vere  men  w^ho  had  taken  assumed  names, 
and  ever  afterward  lived  as  such.  Then  cir- 
cumstances might  lead  to  his  assumption 
again  of  his  real  name,  with  explanations  as 
regards  everything. 

He  did  not  feel  that  his  family  had  treated 
him  hardly  right.  He  worried  about  his 
mother  and  sister,  but  his  father  evidently 
behoved  in  the  truth  of  the  charges  made  by 
Mrs.  Powell,  and  was  ready  enough  to  cast 
him  off. 

He  would  attend  strictly  to  business. 
Money  was  power.  All  else  was  stuff  and 
nonsense.  With  cash  in  your  pocket  you 
can  pay  your  way,  and  be  beholden  to  no- 
body. Owe  a  man  a  cent  and  he  will  hound 
you  like  a  dog.     He  will  have  an  excuse  to 
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insult  and  follow  you.  Pay  him  up  and  he 
will  take  off  his  hat  and  make  a  bow. 

Hotchkiss  &  Co,,  for  whom  Paul  had  now 
worked  for  some  time,  w^ere  ready  to  give 
him  a  chance,  and  a  good  one,  in  their 
wholesale  house,  which  was  in  the  general 
hne  of  Yankee  notions.  Some  of  the  men 
there  earned  as  much  as  three  or  four  thou- 
sand a  year. 

Hotchkiss,  a  fat,  v/heezy  old  fellow,  with 
mutton-chop  whiskers,  had  a  villa  at  New- 
port and  rode  in  the  afternoon  in  the  sum- 
mer on  Bellevue  avenue  with  his  still  fatter 
wife,  w^ho  was  in  the  swim  with  the  most 
exclusive  set,  and  had  got  where  Mrs.  Powell 
never  was. 

Paul  hardly  dared  to  think  that  he  could 
ever  bank  enough  to  swell  at  Newport,  like 
this  Yankee  notion  king,  but  he  would  seek 
to  make  himself  financially  independent  as 
soon  as  possible. 


CHAPTER  LVI 

DETECTIVE   MILLIKEN 

It  was  sometime  before  Paul  became  fully 
conscious  of  Detective  Milliken.  He  hardly 
recognized  the  detective  when  the  latter 
thrust  hiai  one  side,  as  he  was  following 
closely  after  Kate  Powell  one  evening,  as  re- 
corded in  a  preceding  chapter. 

Paul  began  now  to  slowly  realize  that  he 
had  seen  Detective  Milliken  often. 

If  he  remembered  aright  the  first  time  was 
at  a  picnic.  He  was  swinging  a  good. sized 
German  blonde,  with  bleached  hair,  in  the 
mazy  dance,  when  he  perceived  Milliken 
standing  by  with  eyes  fixed  intently  on  him 

Two  days  afterwards  he  looked  from  his 

window  on  Sixth  avenue,  when  he  saw  the 

same  person  standing  opposite,  on  the  other 

side  of  the  street,  leaning  against  a  barber's 

pole  and  picking  his  teeth. 
(403) 
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He  reappeared  before  him  again  and  agaim 
as  Paul  now  recalled:  a  rather  stout,  quiet 
man,  plainly  dressed  in  dark  clothes,  dark 
moustache,  v/ith  nothing  in  particular  about 
him  to  draw  attention. 

One  day  Paul  and  Bixby  were  w^alking  on 
East  Thirteenth  street,  near  Broadway,  when 
Paul  saw  the  same  man  about  six  paces  in 
front  of  them. 

''  Who  is  that  !  "  asked  Paul. 

^'  Milliken,  the  detective,"  answered  Simon 
Bolivar  Bixby. 

^^I  have  seen  him  twenty  times  lately," 
said  Paul. 

^'Have  you  just  tumbled  on  it  that  he  is 
after  you  ? "  said  Bixby. 

"I  have  told  you  a  number  of  times  that  I 
thought  that  I  was  followed." 

^^  Milliken  has  got  a  warrant  in  his  pocket 
for  your  arrest." 

^^  Then  why  doesn't  he  arrest  me  ? " 

*^  There  is  the  mystery.  He  is  holding  off 
for  some  purpose.  There  is  a  good  deal  in 
the  business  that  I  cannot  find  out." 
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Paul  and  Bixby  walked  slower,  so  as  not 
to  pass  Milliken,  and  the  latter  entered  a 
cigar  store  on  the  next  block. 

^^I  know  MiUiken,"  said  Bixby,  ^'and  I 
will  manage  to  see  him  to-night,  and  pump 
what  I  can  out  of  him." 

^*  Why  haven't  you  done  so  before  ?  " 

**I  have,  and  failed." 

**If  they  are  going  to  arrest  me,"  said 
Paul,  with  a  burst  of  anger,  ^'I  v/ish  they 
would  do  so,  and  have  done  with  it." 

**  I  don't  beheve  they'll  ever  arrest  you," 
said  Bixby. 

^'  Why  ?  "  was  the  inquiry. 

^^They  probably  think  that  Mrs.  Powell  is 
mistaken,  that  is  all." 

Simon  Bolivar  Bixby  was  a  good  deal 
worried  over  the  matter  of  late.  He  knew 
that  there  was  much  that  he  could  not  dis- 
cover. Milliken  was  the  detective  who  had 
the  case  all  in  his  own  hands.  He  gave 
Bixby  information  that  was  usually  hardly 
definite.     Gi'cat  effort  was  continually  ob- 
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served,   evidently  to  keep  facts    from  the 
newspapers. 

Bixby  was  aware  that  three  men  bad  been 
arrested  for  robbing  the  Powell  mansion  in 
New  York,  and  a  fourth  was  wanted  for  the 
same  crime.  There  was  still  suspicion  rest- 
ing on  Paul  Cartridge. 

The  next  evening  Bixby  saw  Milliken  en- 
tering John  McKenna's  brilliantly  lighted 
sample  room  on  Bleecker  near  Houston 
street. 

Milliken  had  just  come  from  Mrs.  Uni 
corn's  boarding  house,  where  he  had  been 
sitting  for  an  hour  in  conversation  with 
Kate  Powell.  He  had  just  ordered  a  milk 
punch,  of  which  he  was  inordinately  fond, 
when  Bixby  joined  him. 

^'  What  is  up  now,  my  friend,"  said  Milli- 
ken, with  a  laugh,  '^Have  something?" 

*^No,  thank  you,"  said  Bixby,  *^I  am  out 
on  an  assignment  from  the  Evening  Thun- 
derbolt to  get  all  I  can  about  the  Powell 
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*^  Have  a  punch,"  said  Milliken,  "  and  then 
we  will  go  to  the  rear  of  the  room  and  talk. " 

As  they  took  seats  Milliken  said:  '^As 
you  know,  there  are  three  men  arrested  for 
the  burglary,  and  the  fourth  is  wanted. 
That  you  have  got  as  I  am  aware.  How 
you  obtained  the  information  1  am  unable 
to  guess.     But  got  it  you  have." 

^'Correct,"  said  Bixby. 

''You  have  not  said  anythmg  to  your 
friend?" 

''No." 

"Why  not?" 

"  I  did  not  want  to  scare  him.  And 
what  is  more,  I  don't  believe  you,  or  any- 
body, intends  to  arrest  him." 

"  Somebody  has  got  to  be  the  fourth," 
said  Milliken,  significantly. 

"  But  you  don't  want  my  friend,"  said 
Bixby.  "  And  I  know  you  don't !  You  want 
somebody  else,  and  you  can't  find  him." 

"  I  wish  you  would  find  him  for  me,"  said 
MilHken. 
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^' There  is  too  much  fuss  over  this  case, 
any  way,"  said  Bixby.  "  What  is  the  rea- 
son ?    It  has  all  got  to  come  out  some  time." 

^'When  that  time  arrives,  it  will  come. 
Powell  is  bound  to  keep  the  story  away  from 
you  reporters." 

As  Milliken  spoke  he  took  a  New  York 
paper,  and  also  a  Chicago  paper,  and  spread 
them  both  open. 

He  showed  Bixby  articles  in  these  papers 
about  the  coming  marriage  of  Miss  Kate 
Powell,  the  New  York  millionaire's  daugh- 
ter, and  Lord  Blake, 

*'  I  have  seen  the  articles."  said  Bixby. 
^' Has  you  friend?" 

*'I  refrain  from  telling  him  too  much. 
With  knowledge  of  some  things,  he  would 
pack  up  and  leave  town." 

^'Does  your  friend  know  that  Lord  Blake 
is  in  Chicago,  and  that  the  lord  will  soon  re- 
turn and  his  marriage  with  Miss  Powell  will 
take  place  at  the  Church  of  the  Golden 
Cherubs  in  October  ? " 
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"  He  is  aware  of  that," 

**  What  does  he  say?" 

^^Not  much.  He  is  pretty  close  mouthed 
Utely." 

Milliken  walked  to  the  door  of  the  saloon, 
and  thence  to  the  sidewalk. 

As  he  parted  from  Bixby,  Milliken  shook 
the  young  journalist  by  the  hand,  and  said, 
^^  Good  bye,  and  remember  one  thing  :  every- 
thing that  you  see  in  the  newspapers  is  so  ! 
The  marriage  of  Lord  Blake  and  Miss  Powell 
in  the  Church  of  the  Golden  Cherubs  will  be 
the  swellest  thing  New  York  has  ever  seen. 
Don't  fail  to  attend." 


CHAPTER  LVII 

MR.    POWELL  IS   CALLED   TO   NEW  YORK 

Detective  Milliken  returned  to  Mrs.  Uni- 
corn's at  about  ten  o'clock.  He  turned  the 
latch  softly  and  entered.  Miss  Smithereens, 
the  saleslady,  was  banging  on  the  piano  and 
exercising  her  soprano  voice.  Bending  over 
her  was  a  tall,  handsome  man,  a  traveller 
for  a  wholesale  hosiery  house,  who  joined 
wuth  her  in  the  singing  of  an  aria. 

Milliken  passed  Miss  Powell's  room  and 
saw  a  hght  through  the  keyhole. 

In  the  morning  Mrs.  Unicorn  met  him  in 
a  high  state  of  excitement. 

*^I  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  fhat 
girl,"  said  she.  '^  You  must  take  her  away 
to  the  asylum.  While  you  were  out  some- 
where last  evening  she  had  one  of  her  unac- 
countable fits  again.  She  burst  from  her 
room  and  ran  weeping  down  stairs  and  out 
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at  the  door.  I  followed  her  and  begged  her 
to  return.  She  wore  no  hat,  and  I  do  not 
know  what  she  contemplated.  She  fairly 
fought  me,  and  said  she  should  never  return. 
A  crowd  collected  and  a  policeman  assisted 
me  to  get  her  back  into  the  house.  You 
must  do  something.  I  am  afraid  she  will 
make  away  with  herself.     She  is  violent." 

Milliken  and  Mrs.  Unicorn  stood  near  her 
door. 

"I  locked  her  in,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn, 
^'and  have  not  given  the  poor  child  her 
breakfast  yet." 

Detective  MiUiken  hstened. 

There  was  a  noise  within  like  gurgling 
water,  followed  by  gasps. 

''You  must  knock  at  the  door,"  said  De- 
tective Milliken,  ^'and  see  what  she  is 
doing." 

Mrs.  Unicorn  did  so. 

The  door  opened,  and  Kate  PoweU  stood 
confronting  them.  Her  black  dress  was  in 
disorder  and  her  hair  unloosened.     Her  face 
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was  pale,  her  lips  colorless  and  her  eyes 
sunken. 

**I  want  you  to  go,"  said  Kate  to  Detec- 
tive Milliken.  ''  Either  you  or  I  must  leave 
this  house.  You  bother  me  too  much.  You 
are  worse  than  any  of  the  others." 

*^  In  what  respect  have  I  bothered  you  ?" 
asked  Mr.  Milliken,  politely. 

*^  By  asking  me  needless  questions." 

The  deadened  eyes  flashed  for  a  moment, 
and  she  tried  to  push  her  way  by  Milliken 
and  Mrs.  Unicorn. 

The  eyes  brightened,  indeed,  as  with  fire, 
as  she  made  the  attempt,  and  Milliken  held 
her  firmly  but  gently  back. 

Then  she  seemed  to  grow  suddenly  faint, 
and  would  have  fallen  had  not  Mrs.  Unicorn 
taken  her  quietly  but  firmly  in  her  arms  and 
laid  her  on  the  bed. 

"Do  not,  under  any  circumstances,  allow 
her  to  leave  this  room,"  said  Milliken. 
"Apply  restoratives  and  do  what  you  can. 
I  will  have  her  father  here  within  twenty- 
four  hours. " 
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Mr.  Milliken  went  out  and  sent  the  follow- 
ing dispatch : 

'^Hon.  Ezra  F.  Powell, 

^^Lycurgus,  N.  Y. 
**You  must  come  immediately.     I  can  do 
no  more.  James  F.  Milliken." 

Mr.  Powell  received  the  note  as  he  was 
eating  a  late  and  lonely  breakfast.  The  sit- 
uation at  Windsor  Lodge  remained  very 
much  unchanged.  His  wife  was  the  same, 
or  rather  worse.  It  was  a  house  of  mourn- 
ing. He  was  more  than  ever  a  recluse  from 
the  village. 

He  did  not  like  the  gossip  and  talk.  To 
begin  with  he  had  been  terribly  mortified 
that  he  had  entertained  a  lord  as  his  guest. 

And  then  came  all  the  other  shame  and 
mortification  to  a  man  of  his  temperament, 
the  whole  growing  from  the  fact  that  an 
EngUsh  lord  had  been  under  his  roof. 

By  his  side  was  a  copy  of  the  New  York 
Morning  Blizzard^  teUing  of  the  approaching 
marriage  of  his  daughter  and  Lord  Blake. 
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He  had  been  reading  about  it  and  munching 
his  toast  and  coffee,  as  the  dispatch  was 
handed  him.  Other  papers  were  full  of  the 
thing.     Column  after  column. 

"What  falsity!"  he  muttered.  ''Can't 
they  get  things  straight?  Lord  Blake  has 
gone  because  he  cannot  win  my  daughter  !  " 

And  then  he  tore  the  seal  and  read  the 
dispatch.  He  feared  that  Kate  was  trying 
to  do  away  with  herself.  She  must  be 
brought  home  at  all  hazards.  He  must  go 
to  New  York  on  the  next  train. 

He  went  slowly  upstairs  to  the  apartment 
occupied  by  his  wife.  He  felt  the  need  of 
some  of  his  family  to  consult  with  and  ad- 
vise, and  there  was  nobody.  There  was  no 
one  in  the  house  but  servants.  He  had  a 
terrible  sense  of  dreariness  and  foreboding 
as  he  passed  through  the  long  upper  hall. 

There  was  utter  stillness  in  his  wife's 
room  as  he  looked  in  there,  but  oh,  what  a 
sight. 

The  elderly  housekeeper  sat  in  a  chair, 
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her  arms  folded,  and  regarding  Mrs.  Powell, 
who  had  arraj^ed  herself  in  a  white  silk, 
with  flowers  in  her  hair  and  on  her  person, 
and  was  bowing  and  courtesy ing  to  a  small 
picture  on  an  easel. 

She  paid  no  attention  to  Mr.  Powell,  but 
continued  this  bowing  and  courtesying, 
advancing  to  the  picture,  smiling,  and  then 
retreating,  never  turning  about,  but  backing 
in  courtly  style,  with  gaze  fixed  on  the 
picture. 

''I  can  do  nothing  with  her,"  said  the 
helpless  housekeeper. 

Mrs.  Powell's  face  looked  healthy  and 
jolly.  Her  eyes  were  now  bright  and 
pleasant.  She  was  a  woman  near  sixty, 
but  the  white  silk  dress  that  she  wore,  cut 
low  in  the  neck  and  adorned  with  flowers, 
would  have  been  more  becoming  to  a  young 
girl. 

He  advanced  to  the  picture,  and  saw  that 
it  was  a  photograph  of  Lord  Blake. 

She  turned  smihngly  to  her  husband,  the 
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first  smile  she  had  given  him  in  months, 
took  his  hand  and  led  him  up  for  presenta- 
tion, bowing  and  courtesying,  and  then 
retreating  without  turning  her  back. 

He  was  obhged  to  go  through  the  motions, 
and  cold  beads  of  perspiration  stood  on  his 
brow. 

*'0h  God,  Martha!"  said  he  in  agony  of 
spirit,  ^*I  would  rather  see  you  in  your 
grave." 

She  gave  him  the  sweetest  of  smiles,  and 
dropped  him  a  courtesy,  at  the  same  time 
catching  at  her  skirt  and  lifting  it  slightly. 

*^It  is  hell,  and  I  cannot  stand  it!"  he 
cried,  sweeping  his  hand  over  his  head,  and 
walking  from  the  room,  without  turning 
back. 

He  beckoned  for  the  housekeeper  to  come 
out,  and  then  told  her  that  he  must  go. 

**Kate  must  be  brought  back  at  all 
hazards,"  said  he.  **  She  cannot  be  allowed 
to  suffer  in  New  York  any  longer.  It  is 
not  safe,''  ^ 
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Mrs.  Marlow,  the  housekeeper,  soon  pre- 
pared his  luggage  for  him. 

He  rode  to  the  depot  in  a  closed  carriage, 
his  mind  a  prey  to  conflicting  emotions. 
He  had  not  dared  to  leave  his  wife,  but 
Kate  must  be  brought  home,  where  he  could 
w^atch  and  care  for  her.  She  must  know  it 
all,  and  they  could  suffer  together. 

On  the  way  he  happened  to  look  out  and 
saw  old  Mr.  Cartridge  and  his  wife,  plodding 
along  the  village  street  arm  in  arm,  bound 
on  some  errand.  They  looked  unhappy  and 
troubled  ;  she  in  sober  black,  both  country- 
fied  in  garb  and  appearance,  almost  frights, 
the  fashionable  would  call  them,  but  two 
more  sturdy,  honest  souls  did  not  exist. 

Mr.  Powell  was  waiting  for  the  train,  and 
paying  no  attention  to  curious  gazers,  when 
a  telegraph  messenger  boy  handed  him 
another  dispatch. 

It  was  from  Michael F.  Cunningham  the 
chief  of  the  New  York  police. 

It  briefly  congratulated  Mr.  Powell  on  thQ 
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fact  that  the  fourth  burglar  of  his  house  had 
been  caught,  and  confessed,  giving  the  whole 
story  of  the  robbery.  The  man's  name  was 
Timothy  McGouldrick. 

"This  of  course  clears  your  young  em- 
ployee, Cartridge,"  added  the  chief.  ''Let 
me  congratulate  you  on  the  outcome.  Your 
theory  was  correct." 

"That  is  good,"  murmured  Mr.  Powell, 
"there  is  one  rift  in  the  clouds." 

He  would  have  turned  back  in  his  car- 
riage and  found  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cartridge,  but 
the  train  left  in  the  next  two  minutes. 

He  was  in  a  strange  thoughtful  mood, 
as  he  rode  swiftly  to  New  York. 

There  were  people  in  Lycurgus  who  called 
him  a  barbarian,  because  he  opposed  the 
marriage  of  his  daughter  and  Lord  Blake. 

These  people  said  that  Mr.  Powell  was  an 
ignorant  man,  who  was  a  hindrance  to  his 
elegant  wife. 

And  Martha  Smaller,  his  wife,  was  in- 
deed once  a  happy,  joyous  country  girl,  as 
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fresh  as  a  buttercup,  and  as  pretty  as  a 
mountain  daisy. 

Yes,  it  must  be  true  that  she  thought  that 
Paul  was  guilty.  He  would  not  allow  him- 
self to  think  otherwise.  It  was  a  hallucina- 
tion with  her,  a  besotted  fancy,  so  to  speak, 
born  of  her  mania,  slow  coming  on. 

Yes,  it  was,  and  his  weakened  frame 
shook,  as  he  leaned  his  head  back  on  the 
seat  and  closed  his  eyes,  and  listened  to  the 
rumble  and  jar  of  the  cars. 

However,  it  should  all  be  arranged.  Kate 
would  cheer  her  up.  They  would  all  go  to 
the  south  of  France,  where  they  could  find 
rest  and  change  amid  new  scenes.  And 
riding  on,  he  cried  hke  a  child,  stern  old 
business  man  that  he  was,  and  his  bosom 
heaved  with  his  grief,  and  he  took  a  hand- 
kerchief from  his  pocket  and  covered  his 
face  with  it,  making  a  w^hite  object  that 
was  startling  to  a  person  entering  the  car 
and  seeing  him. 

Sweet  memories  of  old  times  then  came 
to  him  and  he  smiled,  his  mouth  twitching 
nervously,  with  a  sharp,  involuntary  twinge. 


CHAPTER  LVIII 

MR.  POWELL  MEETS   PAUL 

It  was  on  the  next  day  that  Paul  was  to 
go  to  Stamford,  Conn.,  with  Edith  Marvin 
for  the  marriage.  He  came  in  late,  and  did 
not  find  Simon  Bohver  Bixby  there.  He 
was  soon  asleep,  and  did  not  awaken  when 
Bixby  returned  home,  tired  and  worn  out. 

Paul  had  carefully  avoided  Bixby  as  much 
as  possible  lately,  and  would  not  come  in 
contact  with  him  if  he  could  help  it.  Bixby 
did  not  find  the  opportunity  to  acquaint 
him  with  much  about  Detective  Milliken. 

On  the  morning  of  the  eventful  day  of 
his  departure,  Paul  slept  on,  or  pretended 
to  sleep  on,  and  Bixby  found  difficulty  in 
awakening  him.  Bixby  tried  to  kick  him 
into  consciousness,  but  got  only  muttered 
and  apparently  sleepy  replies,  and  finally 
Bixby  went  out,  banging  the  door  after  him- 
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As  soon  as  he  was  gone  Paul  arose  and 
made  preparations  for  departure.  He  had 
on  his  best  clothes,  fit  for  a  wedding,  and 
his  other  clothing  was  packed  in  a  port- 
manteau, which  he  hired  a  colored  boy  to 
caiTy  for  him. 

He  made  a  hasty  breakfast  and  was  to 
meet  Edith  at  ten  o'clock  at  the  depot. 

Mr.  Powell  arrived  at  New  York  at  eleven 
o'clock  the  night  before.  Detective  MiUiken 
met  him  at  the  depot,  and  rode  with  him  to 
Mrs.  Unicorn's  boarding  house,  where  there 
was  an  affecting  meeting  between  father 
and  daughter. 

Kate  was  overjoyed  to  see  him,  and  he 
had  no  difficulty  in  prevailing  on  her  to 
accompany  him  to  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel, 
where  she  rested,  and  was  prevailed  on  to 
eat,  and  had  the  counsel  of  two  eminent 
physicians. 

Paul  had  reached  the  corner  of  Fourteenth 
street  and  Fourth  avenue  with  his  colored 
attendant,  and  stood  there  with  him,  wait- 
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ing  for  a  car,  when  he  saw  a  familiar  figure 
approaching  that  made  his  heart  beat.  It 
was  Celestine  Mullaley,  tall  and  queenly, 
dressed  in  an  exquisite  attire  of  white,  and 
carrying  an  open  white  silk  umbrella.  Her 
face  was  rather  thin  and  pale,  and  serious, 
and  her  grey  eyes  showed  bright  in  contrast. 

He  noticed  the  handsome  shape  of  her 
half  bared  arm,  and  the  sinewy  hand  that 
held  the  umbrella,  as  she  spoke  to  him. 

^'You  are  quite  a  stranger,  Mr.  Bixby," 
said  she,  with  a  forced  laugh. 

*^This  appears  to  be  the  case,"  said  he, 
with  an  attempt  at  candor. 

^^Then  you  have  not  heard  the  news," 
said  she,  as  she  looked  at  him  without  a 
quaver  of  the  eyelids,  '^I  am  married." 

*'To  whom?"  he  blurted  out,  and  turned 
red. 

^^Mr.  DriscoU.  Perhaps  I  should  say,  the 
Hon.  Thomas  F,  Driscoll." 

' '  Can  I  congratulate  you  ? "  he  asked,  ex- 
tendi ng  his  hand. 
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"Why,  cert uly,"  she  answered,  plac- 
ing her  hand  in  his* 

And  he  thought  he  saw  mistiness  in  those 
great,  dark  grey  eyes,  as  though  a  spatter  of 
rain  and  cloud  had  passed  over  a  peaceful 
inland  summer's  sea. 

"Does  he  treat  you  well,  Ceeley?"Paul 
asked. 

''There  is  no  reason  why  he  should  not !" 
and  there  was  a  flash  from  the  eyes. 

''He  will  be  a  great  political  leader,"  said 
Paul. 

"  He  may  be  a  state  senator  instead  of  an 
assemblyman,"  she  said,  rather  stiffly.  " He 
can  have  that  nomination  if  he  wishes." 

There  was  a  proud  tone  in  her  voice.  An 
awkward  silence  followed.  He  still  held  the 
hand,  and  did  not  wish  to  let  it  go. 

"  Well,  it  is  life,  Celestine.  I  cannot  take 
all.  I  mean  —  you  know  we  did  not  under- 
stand. " 

''It  is  just  as  well,"  she  answered,  with  a 
toss  of  her  head,  which  he  resented,  and 
then  he  blushed. 
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"I  shall  pass  the  winter  at  Albany,"  she 
added,  in  an  indifferent  way. 

^^I  am  going  away,  too,"  said  he,  half 
reproachfully.  ''I  have  an  engagement  at 
the  Grand  Central  Depot  at  ten  o'clock  — 
you  can  wish  me  well  ? " 

^'I  could  never  do  otherwise,  Paul,"  said 
she.  ^^Come  and  see  Mr.  Driscoll  and  me 
when  we  get  settled  in  our  new  house.  He 
often  laughs — that  is,  you  know,  Mr.  Driscoll 
would  be  only  too  glad  to  see  you." 

^'  I  know  it,"  and  he  gave  the  ungloved 
hand  pressure.  ^^Oh!  Celestine,  did  you 
know  my  life  — 

And  the  hand  was  pulled  away,  and  she 
was  gone. 

Dear  girl,  and  they  were  both  so  brave  in 
a  chance  meeting  that  only  made  more  dis 
tinct  the  eternal  ending  of  the  sweets  of  life 
for  them. 

He  watched  her  disappear,  and  was  in- 
clined to  run  to  her  and  seize  her  by  force, 
and  draw  her  back.     She  was    airy  grace 
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V 


personified,  and  had  with  it,  an  appearance 
of  indifference  that  ho  feared  was  only  as- 
sumed. He  started  to  go  to  her.  He  must 
talk,  explain,  when  suddenly  he  ran  into 
Ezra  F.  Powell,  who  was  approaching. 

^' Don't  run,  Paul,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  with 
a  weary  smile.  "  You  are  clear,  your  name 
is  untarnished.  The  four  burglars  who 
robbed  my  house,  are  caught.  One  of  them 
has  confessed.  It  is  very  evident  that  you 
are  not  one  of  them." 

^^ Thank  God  for  that!"  said  Paul,  with 
emotion. 

Mr.  Powell  then  explained  more  fully, 
Paul  listening  intently. 

"You  are  not  staying  in  the  city  now, 
Mr.  Powell  ? "  said  Paul. 

"  For  only  a  brief  time,"  was  the  response, 
and  Paul  noticed  the  tone. 

''Paul,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  looking  at  his 
gold  chronometer,  ''I  wish  you  would  come 
to  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  with  me,  you 
have  no  other  engagement  ? " 
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None,"  was  the  reply,  with  blanched 
cheeks. 

*'Then  we  will  take  this  car,  nowhere." 

And  Mr.  Powell  pushed  Paul  forward  into 
the  car  that  he  had  signaled  to  stop. 

As  Paul  got  into  the  car.  he  looked  hack 
at  the  corner,  and  there  was  his  colored 
attendant  waiting  for  him. 

The  boy's  head  was  turned  the  other  way, 
and  he  did  not  see  Paul  go  away. 

He  sat  on  Paul's  luggage,  and  was  watch- 
ing 3  CQwple  of  truckmen,  fighting  for  right 
of  way  in  the  crowded  street. 


CHAPTER   LIX 

KATE   AND  PAUL 

Paul  was  SO  uneasy  and  excited  that  he 
could  not  sit  still.  His  heart  thumped  up 
into  his  throat,  and  he  regarded  Mr.  Powell 
in  a  dazed  sort  of  way. 

Mr.  Powell  was  opposite  him,  and  Paul 
began  to  notice  the  lines  of  sorrow  on  the 
man's  face.  He  seemed  to  have  ag^d,  and 
had  not  the  brisk,  confideiit  air  of  a  few 
months  before. 

No  one  else  was  in  the  car,  and  Mr.  Powell 
asked  him  what  he  had  been  doing  in  New 
York. 

'^Selhng  assorted  needles  in  the  suburbs 
from  door  to  door, "  was  the  reply,  ' '  I  have 
been  in  the  employ  of  Hotchkiss  Sc  Co. ;  that 
is,  the  needles  came  from  their  concern." 

^^I  am  glad  that  you  were  able  to  keep 
your  end  up,"  said  Mr.  Powell  briefly. 

(427) 
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'^I  am  told  that  Hotchkiss  &  Co.  are 
ready  to  give  me  a  good  position,"  said  Paul. 

*^  Would  you  rather  work  for  them?"  asked 
Mr.  Powell. 

*'  I  would  rather  work  for  you,"  said  Paul. 

*^I  shall  he  glad  to  have  you  back  with 
me,"  said  Mr.  Powell. 

There  was  a  silence,  and  some  conversa- 
tion about  the  burglary,  and  Paul's  lucky 
escape,  but  no  reference,  otherwise,  to  mat- 
ters pending. 

''How  is  Mrs.  Powell?"  was  Paul's  in- 
quiry. 

"  She  is  ill,"  was  the  brief  reply. 

They  alighted  from  the  car,  and  the  won- 
dering Paul  followed  Mr.  Powell  into  the 
Fifth  Avenue  Hotel.  What  would  become 
of  his  luggage,  was  his  reflection  ?  And, 
strange  to  relate,  he  was  worrying  more  at 
the  moment,  about  Celestine  Mullaley,  than 
he  was  worrying  about  Edith  Marvin  waiting 
for  him  at  the  depot.  The  face  of  Celestine 
—  it  was  so  bright  and  intellectual,  the  beau- 
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tiful  gray  eyes,  and  long  lashes,  so  expres- 
sive; her  attire  usually  a  poem  of  white 
lace,  and  fluttering  white  ribbons,  so  breezy 
and  cool  and  stylish. 

The  two  men  ascended  the  stairs,  and 
Paul  was  resigned  in  feeling  that  he  was  in 
his  employer's  hands.  He  seemed  urged, 
forced  on,  and  he  knew  that  something  was 
coming,  he  did  not  dare  think  what  it  might 
be. 

They  entered  an  apartment,  and  there  sat 
Kate  Powell  by  an  open  window. 

He  was  shocked  as  she  turned  to  him. 
She  was  feeble  and  oh,  so  changed;  a  plain 
black  dress,  and  white  collar,  hair  bound 
and  twisted  negligently,  apparently  indiffer- 
ent to  appearance,  in  a  Grecian  knot,  on  her 
superb  head. 

He  caught  her  enfeebled  hands  in  his,  as 
she  arose  to  approach  him.  Then  there  was 
a  fond  and  loving  embrace,  and  her  head 
rested  on  his  shoulder  and  tears  of  joy  fell. 

He  held  her  back,  kissed  her,  and  then 
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radiant  smiles  broke  ou  her  face,  lightening 
it  wonderfully. 

'  •  Forgive  nie  !  Can  you  forgive  me  ? 
Mr.  Powell  "  said  he. 

"I  forgive  you  both,"  was  his  answer. 

She  laughed  now,  and  began  to  chat,  her 
tongue  almost  running  away  with  her.  She 
sprang  to  her  father  and  embraced  and 
kissed  him.  Then  she  turned  to  a  mirror  to 
smooth  her  hair  and  attire. 

^'Oh,  what  a  fright  !"  said  she,  with  an 
almost  hysterical  laugh.  "You  did  not 
know  I  was  in  New  York  ?  I  didn't  know 
you  were  here  ?  Oh,  I've  been  so  ill !  No, 
not  ill !  I've  been  traveling  on  such  a  long 
and  wearisome  journey." 

Then  she  paused,  and  a  shade  came  over 
her  face. 

'''But  mother  is  very  ill,  and  we  —  I  must 
go  to  her !  What  is  it  ?  We  are  aU  so 
strange?  Papa,  laugh,  for  I  —  but  no,  w^e 
are  saved,  saved  ! '' 

She  sat  down  on  a  lounge  and  wept  silent 
tears. 
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Paul  still  stood  in  the  room,  and  Mr. 
Powell  endeavored  to  hide  his  embarrass- 
ment by  clearing  his  throat  several  times, 
as  if  to  speak,  and  then  stopped. 

Then  there  came  a  tap  at  the  door,  and 
Paul  stepped  to  open  it.  He  was  met  by  a 
woman  of  about  thirty-five,  well,  but  rather 
oddly  dressed,  whom  he  recognized  as  a  per- 
son w^hom  he  had  seen  at  Mrs.  Marvin's 
house,  in  Myrtle  avenue,  Brooklyn.  She 
was  a  relative  of  Mrs.  Marvin.  A  faint- 
ness  came  over  him,  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
sinking. 

Perhaps  Edith  was  in  the  hall  behind  her, 
but  the  lady  brushed  by  him,  and  to  his 
utter  amazement,  Kate  Powell  arose  from 
the  sofa  with  a  feminine  cry  of  delight,  and 
hurried  to  welcome  her,  at  the  same  time 
wiping  tears  from  her  eyes,  smihng,  laugh- 
ing, almost  pardonably  hysterical. 

'^  Oh,  how  good,  Mrs.  Unicorn  !  I  am 
glad  you  came,"  said  Kate. 

Mr.  Powell  arose  and  bowed  stiffly. 
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"  I  took  a  mother's  care  of  her,  Mr.  Pow- 
ell, "  said  Mrs.  Unicorn,  ' '  but  I  was  glad 
when  you  came  for  her,  this  morning.  She 
could  not  have  stood  the  strain  much 
longer.'' 

Then  Mrs.  Unicorn  half  turned  toward 
Paul,  and  Kate  was  equal  to  the  emergency. 

^^  My  friend,  Mr.  Cartridge,  of  Lycurgus," 
said  Kate. 

Paul  would  have  made  no  more  than  a 
formal  bow,  but  Mrs.  Unicorn  seized  his 
hand  and  shook  it  warmly. 

He  would  have  fled  incontinently  from  the 
scene,  and  forever  from  their  sight  and 
memory,  but  the  restraining  power  of  Mr. 
Powell  influenced  him. 

His  tongue  cleaved  to  the  roof  of  his 
mouth.    He  was  unable  to  frame  a  sentence. 

Mrs.  Unicorn  began  a  stream  of  talk,  and 
Kate  joined  in,  her  spirits  fast  recovering. 
It  was  not  necessary  for  the  men  to  do  any 
talking.  The  story  of  Kate  at  the  boarding 
house  had  to  be  rehearsed;  the  certainty  of 
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Mrs.  Unicorn  that  all  would  yet  come  out 
well;  the  expression  of  deep  gratitude  and 
thanks  on  the  part  of  Kate.  Mrs.  Unicorn 
expressed  sorrow  over  the  fact  that  Mrs. 
Powell  was  ill.  Mr.  Powell  had  not  yet  told 
all  of  that,  not  even  to  Kate. 

Then  Mrs.  Unicorn  said  she  must  go.  She 
only  dropped  in  for  a  few  moments.  She 
would  not  accept  an  invitation  to  lunch;  she 
must  get  back  to  her  boarding  house.  She 
might  have  said  menagerie. 

Then  she  had  to  kiss  Kate,  and  Kata  re- 
sponded. Kate  must  v/rite,  and  Kate  said 
she  would.  Then  there  was  a  shake  of  the 
hand  of  Mr.  Powell  in  good  bye;  after  which 
Mrs.  Unicorn  turned  her  attention  to  Paul. 

^^  Will  Mr.  Bix— Partridge  show  me  to  the 
car  ? "  said  she. 

"With  pleasure,"  he  answered;  and  Kate 
smiled  to  see  his  politeness. 


CHAPTER  LX 

A  NEWSPAPER  BEAT   ON  BIXBY 

As  he  walked  with  her  in  the  hallway, 
Mrs.  Unicorn  said  to  him  that  perhaps  he 
would  remember  that  he  had  seen  her  before* 

"I  saw  you  one  evening  at  the  residence 
of  Mrs.  Marvin  in  Myrtle  avenue,  Brooklyn," 
said  Paul,  his  lips  pale. 

*^  I  am  a  relative,"  said  she.  *'  I  am  aware 
that  you  and  Edith  Marvin  were  under  en- 
gagement to  go  away  and  get  married  to- 
day." 

'^You  speak  correctly,"  he  remarked, 
turning  whiter.  ^*  Doubtless  you  ask  an  ex- 
planation of  me.     I  can  give  none. " 

^^A  man  with  several  wives,  or  the  con- 
templation of  several,  could  not  very  well 
make  one." 

*'True,"  said  Paul,  for  he  saw  that  plain 
confession  was  best. 

(434) 
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*' You  love  Kate  Powell  and  Kate  Powell 
loves  you,"  said  she. 

''That  can  be  admitted  in  evidence,"  he 
faltered. 

"The  evidence  was  plain  to  me  when  I 
saw  you  together  a  few  moments  ago,  after 
I  arrived  at  the  hotel,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn. 
"I  came  to  bid  her  good- bye.  As  you  prob- 
ably understand,  she  was  one  of  my  board- 
ers.    She  ran  away  from  home„" 

"  Mr.  Powell  brought  me  to  the  hotel  to 
see  her,"  said  Paul.  "My  impression  is 
something  to  this  effect,  but  I  have  not 
caught  the  details.  Events  move  too  rapidly 
now  for  me  to  keep  track  of  all." 

"In  view  of  your  love  affairs  with  Miss 
Powell,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn,  "it  is  singular 
that  you  should  allow  yourself  to  become 
entangled  with  my  relative,  Miss  Marvin." 

"As  to  that,"  said  Paul,  "I  can  make  no 
explanations.  I  am  ready  to  take  the  conse- 
quences. Can  I  do  or  say  more  ?  I  never 
expect  to  see  Miss  Powell  again.  I  shall 
never  return  to  the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel." 
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He  spoke  firmly,  sadly. 

**  My  arrival  at  the  hotel  was  somewhat 
in  the  nature  of  an  expose?"  said  she. 

'^  The  exposure  of  a  man  who  is  evidently 
a  villain  or  fool  in  your  eyes, "  he  added,  bit- 
terly.   "Now  do  your  worst,  Mrs.  Unicorn." 

"I  understand  you  better  than  you  imag- 
ine," said  Mrs.  Unicorn,  kindly,  "and  can 
tell  you  that  you  can  return  to  Miss  Powell 
with  safety.  Edith  Marvin,  let  me  tell  you, 
has  been  playing  you  false.  This  morning 
she  ran  away  with  a  rich  young  grocer  of 
East  New  York,  who  wears  diamonds  and 
sports  a  blooded  horse.  She  preferred  him 
to  you." 

"Can  it  be  possible! "  cried  Paul,  in  a  great 
state  of  excitement. 

"Mrs.  Marvin  was  at  my  house  and  in- 
formed me,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn.  "Mrs.  Mar- 
vin likes  you  the  best  and  is  sorry  for  you, 
Mr.  Bixby,  or  Partridge,  or  whatever  your 
name  may  be,  but  the  father,  a  mean  man, 
threatens  to  horsewhip  you  if  he  ever  catches 
sight  of  you." 
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They  had  now  reached  the  front  entrance 
to  tlie  hotel,  where  Mrs.  Unicorn  told  Paul 
that  he  need  not  accompany  her  farther. 

'^  I  wished  to  get  you  outside  for  a  talk,  as 
soon  as  I  saw  you,"  said  she.  ^'You  can 
rely  on  my  secrecy.  I  love  Miss  Powell  as  a 
daughter,  and  can  guess  at  much.  She  has 
suffered  terribly." 

**I  could  explain  a  good  deal,"  said  Paul, 
^*  w^ere  there  time  for  you  to  listen.  Perhaps 
you  w^ould  not  be  severe  on  me  did  you  know 
the  story." 

^*As  I  have  told  you,"  said  Mrs.  Unicorn, 
*^I  can  guess.  Possibly  I  can  guess  it  all, 
very  near.  Miss  Powell  and  I  have  had  long 
talks.     Let  me  assure  you  again  of  secrecy. 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  waved  her  sun 
umbrella,  for  a  passing  car,  and  was  away 
trom  him  in  a  second. 

He  stood  bewildered,  his  heart  beating, 
and  was  about  to  turn  and  ascend  the  stair- 
way, in  the  hotel,  thinking  deeply  on  the 
way,  w^hen   he  suddenly  ran  upon  Simon 
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Bolivar  Bixby,  the  social  critic  and  commen- 
tator, who  shoved  an   early  edition  of  the 
Evening     Bomb     at    him,    and    cried    out, 
"You  might  have  put  me  onto  this  !  " 
""  Put  you  onto  what  ?"  said  Paul. 

"This!"  exclaimed  Bixby,  pointing  to  a 
glaring  head -line  story  of  the  discovery  of 
the  runaway  daughter  of  E.  F.  Powell,  the 
celebrated  New  York  millionaire  in  the 
boarding  house  of  Mrs.  Unicorn.  She  was 
married,  said  the  account,  to  a  young  burglar 
named  Paul  Cartridge,  ahas  John  Bixby, 
who  was  already  the  possessor  of  two  other 
wives  in  different  parts  of  the  city.  Her 
parents  had  wished  her  to  wed  an  English 
lord,  whom  she  scorned,  and  so  she  ran 
away  to  meet  her  lover  in  New  York.  Her 
father  had  rescued  her  that  morning  with 
the  assistance  of  a  force  of  detectives. 

"You  might  have  put  me  on  to  this  !" 
said  Bixby,  ruefully. 

"I've  just   got  onto  it,  myself!"   cried 
Paul,  in  amazement. 


A   RUNAWAY  COUPLE  43 1) 

*'That  is  too  thin!"  was  Bixby's  reply. 
^^  You  knew  it  all  the  time  !    It  is  a  big  beat 
on    the  Evening    Ihimderbolt,  and  yet  the 
Bomb        has  it  all  mixed  up.     I'll  get  the 
sack  unless  I  procure  a  column  interview." 

''  You  know  enough  about  the  case  now," 
said  Paul. 

''  Not  enough  to  get  it  aU,  as  I  want  it.  I 
am  told  she  is  upstairs  in  this  hotel.  Take 
me  up  to  her  room  and  introduce  me." 

''I'll  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Paul. 

*'  Every  paper  except  mine  has  got  some- 
thing ! "  pleaded  Bixby. 

''  I  can't  help  that,"  was  the  reply. 

''You  could  help  it,  if  you  were  any  kind 
of  a  friend." 

"  She  does  not  like  to  be  interviewed,  she 
would  faint. " 

*'  She  wants  the  story  straight,  does  she 
not?" 

"I  dovn't  think  she  cares  anything  about 
it." 

"Oh  I  know  better  than  that!     Come 
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now,  old  man,  for  the  sake  of  former  ac- 
quaintance." 

"  Never,  on  my  life  !  "  was  Paul's  excla- 
mation, ^^  I'll  go  and  warn  her." 

He  started  up  the  stairs,  and  Bixby  de- 
clared that  he  would  follow  him. 

It  was  a  question  as  to  which  would  win 
the  race,  when  a  burly  detective  of  the  hotel 
suddenly  seized  Bixby,  when  he  was  half 
way  up,  and  jerked  him  back  down  stairs. 

Then  Bixby  danced  and  pranced  around, 
and  his  rage  was  increased,  when  the  hotel 
detective  meanly  laughed  at  him. 

Bixby  rushed  to  the  desk,  and  handed  the 
elegant  clerk  his  card  for  Miss  Powell,  room 
eighty-six. 

"  Out,"  was  the  nonchalant  reply  of  the 
clerk,  shoving  the  card  back. 

''Out,  how?"  exclaimed  Bixby,  his  face 
red. 

**  Out ! "  was  the  only  reply  again. 


CHAPTER   LXI 

THE    REPORTERS  AFTER  PAUL 

Paul  returned  to  the  room  where  Mr. 
Powell  and  Kate  were  awaiting  him,  and 
found  that  ten  or  a  dozen  representatives  of 
the  press  had  sent  up  their  cards,  requesting 
an  interview.  One  of  them  wished  the 
picture  of  the  lady  for  pubhcation,  and 
already  had  a  cut  of  Mrs.  Unicorn's  boarding 
house. 

How  it  was  that  the  gentlemen  had  dis- 
covered the  presence  of  the  party  at  the 
hotel  was  a  mystery,  but  such  was  the  fact. 
Kate  was  in  fear  and  trembling  again,  and 
Mr.  Powell  was  visibly  angered.  The  inevi- 
table had  happened.  The  wide-awake  press 
wished  the  story. 

Mr.  Powell  desired  to  return  to  Lycurgus 
without  delay,  and  thought  it  best  that  Paul 
should  go  with  them. 

(441) 
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Train  time  was  near,  and  Mr.  Powell  sug- 
gested that  Paul  should  go  below,  and  see  if 
the  coast  was  clear.  It  was  Mr.  Powell's 
desire  that  they  should  make  their  escape 
from  the  enterprising  press. 

Paul  went  down  stairs  where  he  was  con- 
fronted by  a  young  man  in  a  grey  suit,  nose 
glasses,  and  gold  pendant  chain;  quite  dis- 
tinguished and  literary  looking. 

*'0h,  how  d'ye  do,"  said  he.  ^^Are  you 
one  of  the  persons  interested  in  this  matter? " 

As  the  gentleman  of  the  press  spoke  he 
showed  a  copy  of  the  Evening  Bomb. 

''1  am  the  burglar  referred  to,"  answered 
Paul,  stiffly. 

^^May  I  ask  you  where  is  the  young 
lady  ? "  inquh-ed  the  gentleman  of  the  press, 
pulling  a  note  book  and  pencil  from  his 
pocket  and  writing  rapidly. 

**She  is  up-stairs." 

''Where  is  her  father?" 

"  He  was  here  a  few  moments  ago,  trying 
to  find  his  way  to  the  bar." 
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*^Are  you  under  arrest  yet  ?'' 

'*No;  I  was  paroled." 

'^  Why  are  you  here  ? " 

''Acting  as  her  protector." 

''I  thought  she  had  been  rescued  by  her 
father?" 

"In  a  certain  sense  she  has  been  rescued, 
and  in  a  certain  sense  she  has  not." 

''You  broke  into  Mr.  Powell's  house?" 
said  the  gentleman  of  the  press,  as  his 
pencil  flew  over  his  paper. 

"The     Bomb    says  I  did." 

"But  did  you?" 

"It  is  idle  for  me  to  deny  any  statement 
that  may  appear  in  the  columns  of  the 
Bomb,  " 

"How  long  have  you  been  in  the  burgfat^^ 
business  ! " 

"AU  my  life.  Hereditary  instinct.  I  come 
of  a  family  who  were  once  all  of  them,  nine 
in  number,  pirates  of  the  Spanish  main." 

"There  is  a  lord  in  the  case?"  was  the 
next  query. 
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'^Yes,  Lord  Blake;  but  he  was  side- 
tracked ? " 

''I  wish  to  get  the  facts  of  the  case  for 
pubhcation  in  the  Morning  Blizzard,''  said 
the  gentleman  of  the  press,  looking  vexed. 
''It  will  be  to  your  interest  to  tell  the  truth. 
Now  where  are  we  getting?  The  Toma- 
hawk is  just  out,  and  says  that  you  are  the 
husband  of  three  wives,  formerly  Miss 
Powell,  Miss  Marvin,  of  Brooklyn,  and  a 
daughter  of  Alderman  Mullaley,  of  New 
York." 

''Have  you  got  a  copy  of  the  paper  with 
you  ?"  said  Paul. 

The  gentleman  produced  the  ToniahawJc. 

There  the  story  was  in  black  and  w^hite. 

'^What  have  you  to  say  as  to  that?" 
asked  the  gentleman  of  the  Blizzard. 

"  Nothing.     What  of  it  anyway  ? " 

"  You  are  aware  that  the  law  forbids  a 
man  to  have  more  than  one  wife  ? " 

"But  that  is  all  right,  so  long  as  the 
father  does  not  object." 
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'* Which  father?"  asked  the  reporter  in 
despair. 

*^Any  one  of  them." 

^'I  don't  understand  you,"  said  the  re- 
porter. 

'*I  don't  understand  myself.  Mr.  Powell 
told  me  to  go  ahead,  and  if  I  found  any 
mixed  ale  take  it.  They  are  up-stairs 
closeted  in  a  private  room,  with  a  view 
toward  an  armistice." 

'*  Who  ? "  was  the  inquiry. 

*^The  fathers.  You  see  I  robbed  Mr. 
Powell's  bank,  and  he  took  me  in  as  partner. 
That  surprises  you,  does  it  not,  but  facts  are 
facts,  and  facts  are  hard  to  get.  As  to  the 
girls,  they  are  all  satisfied,  and  it  is  nobody 
else's  business.  It  is  all  hands  around, 
choose  your  partner." 

As  Paul  spoke  he  turned  to  go,  and  the 
gentleman  of  the  press  grasped  at  him  fran- 
tically. 

Paul  jerked  himself  away,  and  at  the 
moment    he    saw    a   group    of    journalists 
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gathering  around.  They  all  had  their  note 
books  and  pencils  ready,  and  one  of  the 
party  had  climbed  on  the  back  of  another, 
and  was  peering  over,  unable  to  obtain  a 
view  in  any  other  way. 

Prominent  in  the  gathering  was  Simon 
BoHvar  Bixby  gesticulating  and  talking 
excitedly. 


CHAPTER    LXII 

CRAPE   OX   THE   DOOR 

Paul  was  ill  doubt  as  to  what  he  should 
do.  He  was  red  with  rage,  and  he  was 
sorry  that  the  papers  had  caught  onto  the 
business.  But  not  one  of  them  all  began 
to  have  the  story  right,  and  everything  was 
so  contradictory  that  acknowledgement  of 
anything  was  safe. 

The  reporters  were  pressing  still  closer, 
and  Paul  doubled  up  his  fists  for  a  fight. 

"Come  on  !  "  he  cried  incontinently,  ^^and 
I'll  knock  out  the  front  teeth  of  the  first 
man  that  gets  near  enough."      ^  .^. 

There  was  a  tall,  stalwart  Hibernian  of  the 
number,  and  he  danced  over  to  Paul  and 
received  a  lunge  on  the  chest, 

^Tlose  in  on  the  haytben?"  cried  the 
Hibernian  pulling  off  his  coat  and  throwing 
}ii8  b^t  on  the  floor.     *'This  is  all  of  tb^| 
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business  I  am  going  to  take!  Come  on, 
boys,  and  help  me  to  mop  him  up! " 

The  Hibernian  was  now  sailing  into  Paul, 
who  might  have  been  badly  pummeled  by 
the  wrathy  Hibernian,  who  had  stood  about 
enough,  and  was  an  adept  in  the  manly 
art,  when  the  landlord  appeared  upon  the 
scene. 

^  ^  Gentlemen !  "  said  he,  ^'let  him  alone. 
If  he  does  not  wish  to  talk,  why  force 
him?" 

^*  We  wish  to  get  a  coherent  story  out  of 
him,  but  can't  do  it,"  was  the  reply  of  one. 
"  What  we  want  to  know^  is,  why  is  he  here  ? 
Why  is  he  not  locked  up  ? " 

^'  Don't  insult  him,"  said  the  landlord,  and 
at  the  same  time,  the  latter  put  himself 
effectually  between  Paul  and  the  press,  and 
began  talking  and  explainiug  further  to 
them. 

They  gathered  around  writing  and  listen- 
ing, and  the  landlord  seemed  to  be  giving 
them  a  pretty  good  story,  for  they  were  so 
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intent  on  hearing  him,  that  Paul  managed 
to  slip  away,  and  hurried  rapidly  up-stairs, 
where  he  told  Mr.  Powell  and  Kate  that 
they  would  all  have  their  biographies  in  the 
papers  in  the  morning,  but  everything  was 
so  mixed  that  there  would  be  more  fun 
than  misery  in  it  after  all. 

^'To  begin  with,''  said  Paul,  *'they  stick 
to  it  that  I  am  a  burglar,  and  I  expect  a  de- 
scription of  myself  as  the  wickedest  man  in 
New  York." 

Mr.  Powell  groaned  in  anguish  of  spirit, 
but  Kate  put  her  arms  around  Paul's  neck, 
and  said,  "  What  do  we  care  ? " 

'^You  may  caie,"  he  answered,  ^'when 
you  read  it  all." 

^'I  shall  care  for  nothing."  she  said,  ^\I 
know  that  we  are  now  united,  and  that  is  all 
that  I  ask." 

When  the  landlord  came  upstairs  Mr. 
Powell  told  him  that  his  only  desire  was  to 
go  as  quietly  as  possible. 

The  landlord  knew  Mr=  Powell  as  a  prom- 
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inent  citizen  of  New  York,  and  was  ready  to 
accede  to  Mr.  Powell's  wishes. 

Mr.  Powell,  Kate  and  Paul  had  luncheon 
in  private,  and  then  made  their  escape  down 
a  back  stairway  to  a  side  door,  where  a  cab 
was  in  waiting  for  them. 

They  reached  the  depot  in  safety  and  were 
soon  whirling  northward. 

The  excitement  of  the  occasion  had  its  ex- 
hausting effect,  and  none  of  the  party  was 
disposed  to  talk.  They  occupied  a  drawing- 
^Yoom  car  by  themselves. 

Mr.  Powell  was  in  reverie  much  of  the 
time;  then  again  he  would  pace  the  car  un- 
easily, seemingly  oblivious  to  his  surround- 
ings. 

Paul  and  Kate  sat  side  by  side,  and  as  the 
night  gathered,  and  the  lamps  swung  to  and 
fro,  Kate  rested  her  head  on  Paul's  shoulder, 
and  ever  and  anon  Mr,  Powell  would  stop 
and  look  at  them.  His  mind  was  far  away, 
and  his  heart  was  troubled,  and  h^  thought 
f>f  his  wifee 
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There  was  desultory  conversation  between 
the  three,  references  and  comments  on  re- 
cent events  of  so  great  moment  to  them, 
and  finally  Mr.  Pov^^ell  ceased  to  have  interest 
in  the  young  couple,  and  sat  with  his  head 
bowed  in  his  hands,  a  picture  of  despair. 

Darker  grew  the  night,  and  the  country 
Vv^ilder,  as  their  train  progressed.  The  woods 
looked  melancholy,  the  white  houses  of  the 
villages  spectral,  and  seemingly  speeding 
swiftlv  by.  The  hoarse  calls  of  trainmen  ., 
made  Paul  start  at  times,  and  the  flashing 
lights  of  passing  stations  appeared  strange 
and  unusual,  as  though  he  were  in  a  dream. 

It  seemed  hardly  possible  that  Kate  was 
sleeping,  her  head  on  his  shoulder,  her  white 
hand  in  his,  and  a  smile  resting  on  her  wan  i 
face,  where  trouble  and  sorrow  had  left 
their  trace.  He  was  understanding  it  all, 
and  what  she  had  suffered,  for  she  had  told 
him  much  in  their  long  ride,  and  he  was 
charmed  in  thinking  that  he  might  yet 
make  h^r  happy,  for  she  loved  him,  apd  hirii 
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only,  and  had  braved  everything,  the  world's 
scorn  and  contumely,  tlie  ribaldry  of  the 
heartless  and  unfeehng. 

The  names  of  stations  became  familiar; 
tall  mountains  loomed  in  the  blackness  as 
he  looked  out;  and  the  cold  wdnd,  blowing 
up  as  a  car  door  was  opened,  now  and  then, 
seemed  to  carry  a  mournful  sound  of  dire 
disaster  in  store. 

At  every  station  at  which  they  stopped, 
this  wind  seemed  to  follow  and  seek  to  enter, 
and  strangely  enough,  it  gave  him  odd  fore- 
boding which  he  could  not  shake  off.  But 
Kate  slept  peacefully,  her  hat  oif  and  her 
dark  tresses  escaped  in  wavy  profusion,  as 
though  in  the  abandonment  and  delight  of 
living  now. 

Then  the  trainman  called  out  *^  Lycur- 
gus  ! "  and  they  arose  hurriedly  and  passed 
out,  for  there  was  only  a  moment  or  two  of 
delay. 

There  was  search  for  their  luggage  on  the 
dreary  and  dimly  lighted  platform,  as  the 
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air  blew  keener  still,  and  the  mountains 
loomed  blacker,  Paul  thought,  than  he  had 
ever  seen  them  loom  before. 

A  threatening  thunder  storm  became 
manifest  in  big  dashes  of  rain,  but  they 
found  a  carriaae  and  were  soon  riding 
through  the  sleeping  and  mean  looking  httle 
village  street,  where  the  houses  seemed  so 
singular,  and  yet  familiar  to  Paul,  and  then 
away  they  went  jolting  over  a  rough  and 
lonesome  road. 

The  rain  began  to  pour,'"the  lightning 
flashed,  and  the  thunder  rolled;  stretches  of 
country  were  revealed  to  them,  Jn  vivid 
flames  of  electric  light,  that  came -and  went 
in  a  second.  The  sound  of  rushing  waters 
was  heard  on  every  hand,  and  the  roadway 
became  almost  impassable. 

Paul  expressed  an  intention  to  walk  to 
his  home,  but  Mr.  Powell  had  insisted  on  his 
riding  in  the  carriage  with  them  to  his  door, 
and  then  the  carriage  would  take  him  to  his 
own  home. 
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The  carriage  and  horses  turned  in  at  the 
open  gateway  of  the  Powell  grounds,  and 
crunched  over  the  wet  gravel  on  the  way  to 
the  covered  archway  at  the  front  entrance. 

There  was  another  flash,  a .  deafening 
reverberation,  as  Mr.  Powell  sprang  out,  and 
hurried  up  the  steps.  As  his  hand  pulled  at 
the  bell,  to  ring  it,  still  another  sheet  of 
electric  flame,  followed  by  a  crash  from  the 
heavens,  that  seemed  to  shake  the  earth, 
showed  him  black  crape  on  the  door.  His 
wife  was  dead. 


THE  END. 
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THE  PASSIXG  OF  ALIX.    By  Mrs.  3Iarjorie  Fault 

"LUNAR  CAUSTIC.     By  Cliailes  H.  Robinson 

THE  PALMETTO.     By  F.  S.  HefTernan. 

OiOLA.     By  i\  S.  HeiTernan. 

UTOPIA.     By  Frank  RoscAvater. 

BLACK  FRIDAY.     By  Thomas  B.  Connery. 

ALL  THE  DOG'S  FAULT.     By  Thos.  B.  Connerj, 

THE  3IALACHITE  CROSS.     By  Frank  Norton. 

A    FASCINATING  SINNER.    By  Delta. 

HYPNOTISM.    By  Jules  Claretie. 

KERCHIEFS   TO   HUNT  SOULS.     Amelia  Fytche. 

iHE   FORTUNES   OF   MARGARET  WELD. 
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A  JOURNEY   TO  VENUS.    By  G.  AV.  Pope. 
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two  STRANGE  ADVENTURERS.    By  Cormvallift 
MY   SPANISH  SWEETHEART.     By  F.  A.  Ober. 
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The  Honor  of  a  Princess.    By  F.  Kimball  Scribner. 

*An  Altruist.    By  Uuida. 

Noble  Blood,  and  a  West  Point  Parallel.  By  Capt.King. 

Kings  in  Adversity.    By  E.  S.  Van  Zile. 

Father  Stafford.    By  Anthony  Hope. 
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The  Brown-Laurel  Marriage.    By  Landis  Ayr. 
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ObservationSfcOf  a  Bachelor.    By  Louis  Lombard. 

In  the  Quarter.    By  R.  \V.  Chambers. 

A  Conspiracy  of  ihe  Carbonari.    By  Louise  IMuhlbach. 

A  Professional  Lover.    By  Gyp. 

Soap  Bubbles.    By  INIax  Nordau. 

*The  Modern  Prometheus.    By  E .  Phillips  Oppenheim. 

The  Art  Melodious.    By  Louis  Lombard. 

*A  Bachelor  of  Paris.    By  John  W.  Harding. 

Smoking  Flax.     By  Hallie  Erminie  Rives. 

*Seven  Smiles  and  a  Few  Fibs.    By  Thomas  J.  Vivian. 

The  Wreath  of  Eve.    By  Mrs.  Arthur  Giles. 

Just  a  Summer  Affair.    By  Mary  Adelaide  Keeler. 

*The  Haunted  Hat.    By  Richard  Knight. 

Under  the  Lion's  Claws.    By  John  N.  Clarke. 

A  Bachelor's  Box.    T .  C.  DeLeon. 

\n  Innocent  Cheat.    By  T.  C.  DeLeon. 

The  Shackles  of  Fate.    By  ]\Iax  Nordau. 

The  Senator's  Wife.    By  Melville  Philips. 

Sour  Saints  and  Sweet  Sinners.    By  Carlos  IMartyn. 

Montresor.    By  Loota. 

Keveries  of  a  Spinster-    By  Helen  Davies. 

Even  as  You  and  I.    By  Bolton  Hall. 

*  Indicates  that  book  is  illustrated. 
For  sale  everywhere,  or  sent  postpaid  on  receipt  of  price 

F.  TENNYSON  NEELY,  PUBLISHER, 

96  Queen  St.,  London.  114  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York. 


a 


Date  Due 


FORM    109 

I  8  0  0 1  9 


r 


